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ORIENTAL    ECLOGUES. 


ECLOGUE     T. 

Selim;  or  the  Shepherd's  iNlora].    Scene,  a  Valley 
near  Bagdat.     Time,  the  IMornin^. 

X7E  Periian  maids,  attend  your  poet's  lays, 
^     And  hear  how  Ihepherds  pafs  their  golden  days., 
Not  all  are  bleil,  whom  fortune's  hand  fuilains 
With  wealth  in  courts,  nor  all  that  haunt  the  plains ; 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I  tell  ! 
'Tis  virtue  make  the  blifs,  wheree'er  we  dwell.       "^ 

Thus  Selim  Tung,  by  i acred  truth  infpir'd  ; 
Nor  praife,  but  fuch  as  truth  beilow'd,  defir'd  : 
Wile  in  himfelf,  his  meaning  fongs  convey '*d 
Informing  morals  to  the  fnepherd  maid  ; 
Or  taught  the  fwains  that  fureft  blifs  to  find. 
What  groves  nor  ftreams  bellow,  a  virtuous  mind. 

When  Avee:  and  blulhing,  like  a  virgin  bride 
The  radiant  morn  refum'd  her  orient  pride,  _^ 

When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  plav, 
Breathe  on  each  flower,  and  bear  their  fvveets  away  : 
By  Tigris'  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fung 
This  ufeful  lelTon  for  the  fair  and  young. 
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Ye  Perfian  dames,  he  fald,  to  you  belong. 
Well  may  they  pleafe,  the  morals  of  my  fong  : 
No  fairer  maids,  I  trull,  than  you  are  found, 
Grac'd  with  foft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around  ! 
The  morn  that  lights  you,  to  your  loves  fupplies 
Each  gentler  ray  delicious  to  your  eyes  : 
For  you  thofe  flowers  her  fragrant  hands  bellow. 
And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 
Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are. 
The  bell  kind  bleffmgs  heaven  can  grant  the  fair ! 
Who  trull  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray, 
Boall  but  the  worth  BafTora's  pearls  difplay  ; 
Drawn  from  the ,  deep  we  own  their  furface  bright. 

But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  luHrous  light : 

Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they  boail. 

By  fenfe  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loll. 

Self-flattering  fex  !   your  hearts  believe  in  vain 

That  love  fliall  blind,  when  once  he  fires  the  fwain  ; 

Or  hope  a  lover  by  your  faults  to  win. 

As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  f/cin  : 

Who  feeks  fecure  to  rule,  be  firll  her  care 

Each  fofter  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair  ; 

Each  tender  paflion  man  delights  to  find. 

The  lov'd  perfedions  of  a  female  mind  ! 

Bleil  were  the  days,  when  v/ifdom  held  her  reign, 

And  ftiepherds  fought  her  on  the  filent  plain  ; 

With  Truth  Ihe  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove. 
Immortal  Truth,  and  daughters  blefs'd  their  love» 

O  hafte,  fair  maids  !  ye  Virtues  come  away. 
Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way  ! 

The 
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The  balmy  fhrub  for  you  fhall  love  our  lliore. 
By  Ind  excell'd,  or  Araby,  no  more. 

Loll  to  our  fields,  for  fo  the  Fates  ordain. 
The  dear  deferters  fhall  return  again. 
Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  are  clear. 
To  lead  the  train,  fweet  Modefty  appear : 
Here  make  thy  court  amidlt  our  rural  fcene. 
And  fhepherd-girls  Ihall  own  thee  for  their  queen. 
With  thee  be  Chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 
Diitrufling  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid  ; 
But  man  the  moll  — not  more  the  mountain  doe 
^  Holds  the  fwift  faulcon  for  her  deadly  foe. 
InCold  is  her  breall,  like  flowers  that  drink  the  dew, 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 
No  wild  de fires  amidil  thy  train  be  known. 
But  Faith,  whofe  heart  is  fix'd  on  one  alone  : 
Defponding  Meeknefs  with  her  downcail  eyes. 
And  friendly  Pity,  full  of  tender  nghs  ; 
And  Love  the  lall :  by  thefe  your  hearts  approve, 
Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  mull  lead  to  love. 

Thus  fung  the  fwain  ;  and  ancient  legends  fay. 
The  maids  of  Bagdat  verified  the  lay: 
Dear  to  the  plains,  the  Virtues  came  along. 
The  iliepherds  lov'd,  and  Selim  blefs'd  his  fong. 
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ECLOGUE      II. 

Haflan  j  or  the  Camel-driver.    Scene,  the  Defert. 
Time,  Mid-day. 

1 N  filent  horror  o'er  the  botindlefs  wafte 

^   The  driver  HafTan  with  his  camels  paft : 

One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore. 

And  his  light  fcrip  contain 'd  a  fcanty  ilore  i 

A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand. 

To  guard  his  Ihaded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 

The  fultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  fky, 

And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 

The  beafts,  v/ith  pain,  their  daily  way  purfue. 

Shrill  roared  the  winds,  and  dreary  v/as  the  view  I 

With  defperate  forrow  wild,  th'  affrighted  man 

Thrice  figh'd,  thrice  ikuck  his  breall,  and  thus  began  z 

'*  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 

"  When  firft  from  Sx:hiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  !'* 

Ah  !  little  thought  I  of  the  blafting  wind. 
The  thirlt,  or  pinching  hunger,  that  I  find  ! 
Bethink  thee,  Haffan,  v/here  ihall  Thiril  afluagCa 
When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 
Soon  fnall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  refign  ; 
Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  fhall  be  thine  ? 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  Ihare  1 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  avva^v 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 

Jn 
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In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 
Which  plains  more  bleft,  or  verdant  vales  beiiovv  : 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  iickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
*'  When  firft  from  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way  L" 

Curft  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far  fatiguing  trade  I 
The  lily  peace  outfhines  the  filver  ftore. 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defert  brown. 
To  every  diltant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  feai 
And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 
Ah !  why  was  ruin  fo  attractive  made. 
Or  why  fond  man  fo  eafily  betray'd  ? 
V/hy  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafle  along. 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide. 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride. 
Why  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold. 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 
**  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  V/hen  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  I*' 

O  ceafe,  my  fears ! — all  frantic  as  1  go. 
When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of  woe. 
What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet  !  — 
Oft  in  the  dull  I  view  his  printed  feet  : 
And,  fearful  1  oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  tlie  mourner  night, 
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By  hunger  rouz'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain^ 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  : 
Before  them  death  with  fhrieks  direds  their  way. 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firll  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  1" 

At  that  dead  hour  the  iilent  afp  Ihall  creep. 
If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  lleep : 
Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twifl  his  fcales  around. 
And  wake  to  anguifli  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor. 
From  luft  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure  * 
They  tempt  no  deferts,  and  no  griefs  they  find ; 
Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reaibn  rules  the  mind. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
"  When  firfl  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way !" 

O,  haplefs  youth  !   for  fhe  thy  love  hath  won. 
The  tender  Zara  will  be  moll  undone  1 
Big  fwell'd  my  heart,  and  own'd  the  powerful  maidj, 
When  fall  fhe  drops  her  tears,  as  thus  fhe  faid  : 
*<  Farewell  the  youth  whom  fighs  could  not  detain, 
«  Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain  I 
"  Yet  as  thou  go'ft,  may  every  blaft  arife 
«  Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejedled  fighs  1 
'*  Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'll  thou  fee, 
*•  No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  youth,  like  me." 
O,  let  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return. 
Say  with  a  kifs,  Ihe  muil  not,  fhall  not  mourn  ; 
O  !  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  lofe  its  fears, 
Recall'd  by  Wifdom's  voice,  and  Zara's  tears. 

He 
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He  faid,  and  call'd  on  heaven  to  blefs  the  day. 
When  back  to  Schiraz*  walls  he  bent  his  way. 


ECLOGUE      IIL 

Abra  5  or,  the  Georgian  Sultana.   Scene,  a  Foreft. 
Time,  the  Evening. 

IN  Georgia's  land,  where  Tefflis'  towers  are  feen^ 
In  diftant  view  along  the  level  green. 
While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glittering  glade. 
And  the  tall  foref^s  call  a  longer  fnade. 
What  time  'tis  fweet  o'er  fields  of  rice  to  firay. 
Or  fcent  the  breathing  maize  at  fetting  day ; 
Amidfl  the  maids  of  Zagen's  peaceful  grove, 
Emyra  Tung  the  pleafmg  cares  of  love. 

Of  Abra  firft  began  the  tender  ftrain. 
Who  led  her  youth  with  flocks  upon  the  plain : 
At  morn  Ihe  came  thofe  willing  flocks  to  lead. 
Where  lilies  rear  them  in  the  watery  mead ; 
From  early  dawn  the  live -long  hours  Ihe  told. 
Till  late  at  filent  eve  flie  penn'd  the  fold. 
Deep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  ihade, 
A  various  wreath  of  odorous  flowers  flie  made  : 
*  Gay-motley'd  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  Cne  chcfe. 
The  violet  blue  that  on  the  mofs-bank  grows  j 

*  That  thefe  flowers  are  found  in  very  great  abundance 
In  fome  of  the  provinces  of  Perfia,  fee  the  modern  hiiiory 
of  Mr.  Salmon. 
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All-fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rcfe  was  there : 
The  finifli'd  chaplet  well-adorn'd  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanc'd  that  fated  morn  to  llray. 
By  love  conducted  from  the  chace  away; 
Among  the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  fong. 
And  fought  the  vales  and  echoing  groves  among: 
At  length  he  found,  and  woo'd  the  rural  maid; 
She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey'd. 
**  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
«  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'dP^ 

The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain ; 
Yet  ftiil  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain : 
Oft  as  flie  went,  fhe  backward  turn'd  her  view. 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Fair  happy  maid  1  to  other  fcenes  remove. 
To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  power  and  love  ! 
Go  leave  the  fimple  pipe,  and  fliepherd's  ftrain ; 
With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign. 
**  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
*'  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  1" 

Yet  midil  the  blaze  of  courts  {he  flx'd  her  love 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  fliady  grove  : 
Still  with  the  fliepherd's  innocence  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale,  and  flowery  mead  inclin'd ; 
And  oft  as  fpring  renevv'd  the  plains  with  flowers, 
Breath'd  his  foft  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  hour:* 
With  fure  return  flie  fought  the  fylvan  fcene. 
The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  forefts  green. 
Her  maids  around  her  mov'd,  a  duteous  band  1 
Each  bore  a  crook  all  rural  in  her  hand : 

Some 


ORIENTAL    ECLOGUES. 

Some  fimple  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds  they  fung  j 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  for  eft  rung. 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  ! 

And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 
And  thorns  of  ftate^^  attendant  on  the  fair ; 
Oft  to  the  fhades  and  low-roof 'd  cots  retir'd, 
Or  fought  the  vale  where  firft  his  heart  was  hr'd: 
A  rullet  mantle,  like  a  fwain,  he  wore. 
And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courts  no  more. 
«  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  movM, 
**  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  I" 

BIcll:  was  the  life,  tliat  royal  Abbas  led : 
Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed. 
What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  m.aid  excel ; 
The  fimple  Ihepherd-girl  can  love  as  well. 
Let  thofe  who  rule  on  Perfia's  jewei'd  throne^ 
Be  fam'd  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone; 
Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renov/nj. 
The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  v/arrior's  crown > 
O  happy  days  !  the  maids  around  her  fay  -, 
O  haile,  profufe  of  blelnngs,.  hafte  away  ! 
"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd; 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  I'* 
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ECLOGUE      IV. 

Agib  and  Secander ;  or,  the  Fugitives.     Scene,  a 
Mountain  in  CircafTia.    Time,  Midnight. 

IN  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclln'd. 
Each  fwain  was  blell,  for  every  maid  was  kind  ; 
At  that  iHll  hour,  when  avveful  midnight  reigns. 
And  none,  but  wretches,  haunt  the  twilight  plains ; 
What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  high. 
And  pall  in  radiance  through  the  cloudlefs  fky ; 
Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  Ihepherds  fled. 
Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  forrow  led : 
Faft  as  they  prelt  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wild  ravag'd  plains,  and  vallies  Hole  away. 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fides  they  ran. 
Till,  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began: 

SECANDER. 

O  ftay  thee,  Agib,  for  my  feet  deny. 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  furvey. 
Trace  our  fad  flight  through  all  its  length  of  way ! 
And  firft  review  that  long-extended  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  paft  with  pain  ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  try'd  ! 
And  lall  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  flde  ! 

AGIB. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  mud  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  fevcrer  woe  1 

Still 
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Still  as  I  hafte,  the  Tartar  Ihouts  behind. 

And  ihrieks  and  forrows  load  the  faddening  wind: 

In  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand. 

He  blafts  our  harvefts,  and  deforms  our  land. 

Yon  citron  grove,  whence  iirft  in  fear  we  came. 

Droops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame : 

Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair. 

And  leave  to  ruflian  bands  their  fleecy  care. 

SECANDER. 

Unhappy  land,  whofe  bleifmgs  tempt  the  fword. 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  call'it  thy  Perfian  lord ! 
In  vain  thou  court'ft  him,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid. 
To  fhield  the  ftiepherd,  and  protedl  the  maid  1 
Far  off,  in  thoughtlefs  indolence  refign'd. 
Soft  dreams  of  love  and  pleafure  foothe  his  mind, 
'Midil  fair  fultanas  loft  in  idle  joy. 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy. 

AGIB. 

Yet  thefe  green  hills,  in  fummer's  fultry  heat. 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain. 
And  once  by  maids  and  fliepherds  lov'd  in  vain  ! 
No  more  the  virgins  fliall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  fliady  grove 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale. 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale ; 
Fair  fcenes !  but,  ah  1  no  more  with  peace  pofl^eft. 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  bleft. 
No  more  the  fliepherd's  whitening  tents  appear. 
Nor  the  kind  produ<^s  of  a  bounteous  year; 

No 
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No  more  the  date,  withfnowy  bloflbms  crown'd ! 
But  ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 

SECANDER. 

In  vain  CircafTia  boafls  her  fpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves : 
In  vain  Ihe  boafts  her  fairelt  of  the  fair. 
Their  eyes'  blue  languifh,  and  their  golden  hair  ! 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  mufl  fend ; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  fhall  rend. 

ACIB, 

Ye  Georgian  fvvains,  that  piteous  learn  from  far 
■Circaffia's  ruin,  and  the  wafte  of  war; 
Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  ftafFs  prepare. 
To  Ihield  your  harvefls,  and  defend  your  fair : 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue, 
Fix'd  to  deftroy,  and  fledfall  to  undo. 
V/ild  as  his  land,  in  native  deferts  bred. 
By  lull  incited,  or  by  malice  led. 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey. 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  walling  flames  the  way; 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe. 
To  death  inur'd,  and  nurll  in  fcenes  of  woe. 

He  faid  ;  when  loud  along  the  vale  v,'as  heard 
A  Ihriller  fhriek,  and  nearer  fires  appear'd: 
Th'  affrighted  Ihepherds,  through  the  dews  of  night. 
Wide  o'er  the  moon-light  hills  renew 'd  their  flight. 
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DESCRIPTIVE  AND  ALLEGORICAL. 

ODE    TO    PIT  7. 

f^  Thou,  the  friend  of  man  aflign'd. 

With  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind. 

And  charm  his  frantic  woe : 
When  firil  Dillrefs,  with  dagger  keen. 
Broke  forth  to  wafte  his  deilin*d  fcene. 

His  wild  unfated  foe  ! 

By  Fella's  Bard,  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame. 

Receive  my  humble  rite  : 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  Iky-worn  robes  of  tendereil  blue. 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light ! 

But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  Iliffus'  dillant  fide, 

Deferted  flream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  *  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains^ 
And  Echo,  'midft  my  native  plains. 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute. 

*  A  river  in  Suflex. 

There 
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There  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  ftied 
On  gentleft  Otvvay*s  infant  head. 

To  him  thy  cell  was  fhewn ; 
And  while  he  fung  the  female  heart. 
With  youth's  foft  notes  unfpoil'd  by  art. 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  their  own. 

Come,  Pity,  come,  by  fancy's  aid, 
Ev'n  now  my  thoughts,  relenting  maid. 

Thy  temple's  pride  delign : 
Its  fouthern  fite,  its  truth  complete 
Shall  raife  a  wild  enthufiaft  heat. 

In  all  who  view  the  ihrine. 

There  Pifture's  toil  Ihall  well  relate. 
How  chance,  or  hard  involving  fate. 

O'er  mortal  blifs  prevail : 
The  bufkin'd  Mufe  Ihall  near  her  Hand? 
And  fighing  prompt  her  tender  hand. 

With  each  difaftrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  retir'd  by  day. 
In  dreams  of  paffion  melt  away, 

Allow'd  with  thee  to  dwell : 
There  wafte  the  mournful  lamp  of  night. 
Till,  Virgin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  Britifh  fhell ! 


ODE 
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ODE     TO     FEAPv. 

^TPHOU,  to  whom  the  world  unknown 

■*'     With  all  its  fhadowy  fhapes  is  fhewn ; 
"Who  feeft  appall'd  th'  unreal  fcene. 
While  Fancy  lifts  the  veil  between : 
Ah,  Fear !  ah,  frantic  Fear  I 
I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near. 
I  know  thy  hurried  ftep,  thy  haggard  eye ! 
Like  thee  I  ilart,  like  thee  diforder'd  fly. 
For,  lo,  what  monfters  in  thy  train  appear  I 
Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form. 
Howling  amidil  the  midnight  fiorm. 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  ileep 
Of  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  Ileep : 
And  with  him  thoufand  phantoms  joiri'd. 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurs'd  the  mind: 
And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied. 
O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  prefide; 
While  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air. 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare: 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate. 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  wait; 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghaftly  tram  can  fee. 
And  look  not  madly  \^dld,  like  thee  ? 

VOL.LVIIL  C  EPODE. 
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EPODE. 

In  earlieft  Greece,  to  thee,  with  partial  choice. 
The  grief-full  Mufe  addreft  her  infant  tongue; 

The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  aweful  voice. 
Silent  and  pale,  in  wild  amazement  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  Bard  *  who  firft  invok'd  thy  name, 
Difdain'd  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel : 

For  not  alone  he  nurs'd  the  poet's  flame. 

But  reach'd  from  Virtue's  hand  the  patriot's  Heel. 

But  who  is  he,  whom  later  garlands  grace. 
Who  left  a  while  o'er  Hybla's  dews  to  rove. 

With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  fteps  to  trace. 
Where  thou  and  furies  Ihar'd  the  baleful  grove  ? 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th'  incefluous  Queen  f 
Sigh'd  the  fad  call  her  fon  and  hulband  heard. 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  filent  fcene. 

And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appear'd. 

O  Fear,  I  know  thee  by  my  throbbing  heart. 

Thy  withering  power  infpir'd  each  mournful  line> 

Though  gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part. 
Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  fcene  are  thine. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou  who  fuch  weary  lengths  haft  paft. 
Where  wilt  thou  reft,  mad  nymph,  at  laft  ? 
Say,  wilt  thou  Ihroud  in  haunted  cell. 
Where  gloomy  Rape  and  Murder  dwell  ? 


JEfchylus;  t  Jocafta. 
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Or  in  fome  hollow 'd  feat, 
'Gainft  which  the  big  waves  beat. 
Hear  drowning  feamen's  cries  in  tempers  brought ! 
Dark  power,  with  fhuddering  meek  fubmitted  thought, 
JBe  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old. 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told. 
And,  left  thou  meet  my  blafted  view. 
Hold  each  ftrange  tiale  devoutly  true ; 
Ne'er  be  I  found,  by  thee  o'er-aw'd. 
In  that  thrice-hallow'deve  abroad. 
When  ghofts,  as  cottage-maids  believe. 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave. 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen. 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men  ! 

O  thou,  whofe  ipirit  moft  pofTeft 
The  facred  feat  of  Shakefpeare's  breaft  ! 
By  all  that  from  thy  prophet  broke.» 
In  thy  divine  emotions  fpoke  1 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal, 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  fsel : 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  thee  I 

ODE     TO     SIMPLICITY. 

/^  Thou,  by  Nature  taught, 

^^  To  breathe  her  genuine  thought. 
In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  fweetly  ftrong  : 

Who  firft  on  mountains  wild. 

In  Fancy,  loveliefl  child. 
Thy  babe,  and  Pleafure's,  nurs'd  the  powers  of  fong  I 

C   7  Thou, 
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Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart 

Difdain'ft  the  wealth  of  art, 
And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  trailing  pall: 

But  com'ft  a  decent  maid. 

In  Attic  robe  array'd, 
O  chafte,  unboaftful  nymph,  to  thee  I  call ! 

By  all  the  honcy'd  flore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  fhore. 
By  all  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear. 

By  her,  whofe  love-lorn  woe. 

In  evening  muiings  How, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Eledlra's  poet's  ear: 

By  old  Cephifus  deep. 

Who  fpread  his  wavy  fweep 
In  warbled  wanderings  round  thy  green  retreat. 

On  whofe  enamel'd  fide. 

When  holy  Freedom  died. 
No  equal  haunt  allur'd  thy  future  feet. 

O  filler  meek  of  Truth, 

To  my  admiring  youth. 
Thy  fober  aid  and  native  charms  infufe  ! 

The  flowers  that  fweeteft  breathe. 

Though  beauty  cull'd  the  wreathe. 
Still  alk  thy  hand  to  range  their  order'd  hues. 

While  Rome  could  none  efteem. 
But  virtue's  patriot  theme. 
You  lov'd  her  hills,  and  led  her  laureate  bandj 

But 
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But  flaid  to  iing  alone 
To  one  diftinguifh'd  throne. 
And  turn'd  thy  face,  and  fled  her  alter'd  land- 

No  more,  in  hall  or  bower. 

The  paffions  own  thy  powei". 
Love,  only  Love,  her  forcelefs  numbers  mean : 

For  thou  haft  left  her  Ihrine,- 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine. 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  blefs  the  fervile  fcene. 

Though  tafte,  though  genius  blefs 

To  fome  divine  excefs. 
Faint  's  the  cold  work  till  thou  infpire  the  whole 

What  each,  what  all  fupply. 

May  court,  may  charm  our  eye. 
Thou,  only  tliou,  canft  raife  the  meeting  foul!'. 

Of  thefe  let  others  afk. 

To  aid  fome  mighty  talk, 
1  only  feek  to  find  thy  temperate  vale  ; 

Where  oft  my  reed  might  found 

To  maids  and  fhepherds  round, 
And  all  thy  fons,  O  Nature,  learn  m.y  tale* 


ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER, 

A  S  once,  if  not  with  light  regard, 
•^^*'  I  read  aright  that  gifted  Bard, 
(Him  whofe  fchool  above  the  reft 
His  lo/elieft  Ellin  queen  has  bleft) 

C  .^,  One,. 
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One,  only  one  unrival'd  fair*. 

Might  hope  the  magic  girdle  wear. 

At  folemn  tournay  hung  on  high. 

The  wifh  of  each  love- darting  eye; 

Lo !  to  each  other  nymph  in  turn  applied. 

As  if,  in  air  unfeen,  fome  hovering  hand. 
Some  chafle  and  angel-friend  to  virgin-fame. 

With  vy'hifper'd  fpell  had  burll  the  ftarting  band;r 
It  left  unbleft  her  loath'd  dilhonour'd  fide ; 

Happier  hopelefs  fair,  if  never 

Her  baffled  hand  with  vain  endeavour 
Had  touch'd  that  fatal  zone  to  her  denied ! 
Young  Fancy  thus,  to  me  divined  name. 

To  whom,  prepar'd  and  bath'd  in  heaven^ 

The  ceil  of  ampleii  pov/er  is  given. 

To  few  the  god-like  gift  alTigns, 

To  gird  their  bleil  prophetic  loins. 
And  gaze  her  vifions  wild,  and  feel  anmix'd  her  flame. 
The  band,  as  fairy  legends  fay. 
Was  wove  on  that  creating  day. 
When  he,  who  call'd  with  thought  to  birth 
Yon  tented  fky,  this  laughing  earth. 
And  dreft  with  fprings,  and  forefts  tall. 
And  pour'd  the  main  engirting  all. 
Long  by  the  lov'd  enthufiaft  woo'd, 
Himfelf  in  fome  diviner  mood. 
Retiring,  fate  with  her  alone. 
And  plac'd  her  on  liis  fapphire  throne, 

*  Florimel.     See  Spenfer,  Leg>  4. 

The 
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The  whiles,  the  vaulted  fhrine  around* 

Seraphic  wires  were  heard  to  found. 

Now  fubiimefi  triumph  fwelling ; 

Now  on  love  and  mercy  dwelling ; 

And  ihe,  from  out  the  veiling  cloud, 

Breath'd  her  magic  notes  aloud : 

And  thou,  thou  rich-hair'd  youth  of  morn^ 

And  all  thy  fubjecl  life  was  born? 

The  dangerous  paffions  kept  aloof. 

Far  from  the  fainted  growing  woof: 

But  near  it  fate  ecllatic  Wonder, 

Liftening  the  deep  applauding  thunder  : 

And  Truth,  in  funny  vefl  array 'd. 

By  whofe  the  Tarfol's  eyes  were  madej 

All  the  {hadowy  tribes  of  Mind, 

In  braided  dance  their  murmurs  joined. 

And  all  the  bright  uncounted  powers. 

Who  feed  on  heaven's  ambrofial  flowers. 

Where  is  the  Bard,  whofe  foul  can  now 

Its  high  prefuming  hopes  avovv'  ? 

Where  he  who  thinks,  with  rapture  blind. 

This  hallow'd  work  for  him  defign'd  ? 

High  on  fome  cliff,  to  heaven  up-pil'd. 

Of  rude  accefs,  of  profpecl  wild. 

Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  fleep. 

Strange  ihades  o'erbrow  the  vallies  deep> 

And  holy  Genii  guard  the  rock. 

Its  glooms  embrovv'n,  its  fprings  unlock> 

While  on  its  rich  ambitious  head. 

An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  fpread. 

C  4.  I  view 
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I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among. 
By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 
From  many  a  cloud  that  dropp'd  ethereal  dew. 
Nigh  fpher'd  in  heaven  its  native  ftrains  could  hear: 
On  which  that  ancient  trump  he  reach'd  was  hung  ; 
Thither  oft  his  glory  greeting. 
From  Waller's  myrtle  fliades  retreating, 
V/ith  many  a  vow  from  Hope's  afpiring  tongue. 
My  trembling  feet  his  guiding  fteps  purfue; 
In  vain — Sucli  blifs  to  one  alone. 
Of  all  the  fons  of  foul  was  known. 
And  Heaven,  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers. 
Have  now  o'erturn'd  th'  infpiring  bowers. 
Or  curtain 'd  clofe  fuch  fcene  from  every  future  view.. 

ODE.     Written  in  the  Year  1746. 

TT  OW  fleep  the  brave,  who  fink  to  rell. 

By  all  their  country's  wifhes  bleft  ! 
When  Spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold,. 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallov\''d  mold. 
She  there  fliall  drefs  a  fweeter  fod. 
Than  Fancy's  feet  hav^e  ever  trod. 

By  Fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung,. 
By  forms  unfeen  their  dirge  is  fung ;. 
There  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  grey. 
To  blefs  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay. 
And  Freedom  Ihall  a  while  repair. 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there  I 

ODE 
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ODE     TO     MERCY. 

ST  R.  O  P  H  E. 

/^  Thou,-  who  fit'ft  a  fmiling  bride 

^^^  By  Valour's  arm*d  and  avveful  fide, 
Gentleft  of  Iky-born  forms,  and  belt  ador'd  : 

Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear, 

Win'ft  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear. 
And  hid'ft  in  wreaths  of  flowers  his  bloodlefs  fword  t 

Thou  who,  amidll  the  deathful  field. 

By  godlike  chiefs  alone  beheld. 
Oft  with  thy  bofom  bare  art  found. 
Pleading  for  him  the  youth  vvho  fmks  to  ground : 

See  Mercy,  fee,  with  pure  and  loaded  hands. 

Before  thy  ihrine  my  country's  genius  ftands. 
And  decks  thy  altar  lliil,  though  pierc'd  with  many  s 
wound ! 

A  N  T  I  S  T  R  O  P  H  E. 

When  he  whom  ev'n  our  joys  provoke. 

The  fiend  of  Nature  join'd  his  yoke. 
And  rufh'd  in  wrath  to  make  our  ille  his  prey; 

Thy  form,  from  out  thy  fvveet  abode, 

O'ertook  him  on  his  Waited  road. 
And  fiopp'd  his  wheels,  and  lock'd  his  rage  away,. 

I  fee  recoil  his  fable  fieeds,    • 

That  bore  him  fwift  to  favage  decds^ 
Thy  tender  melting  eyes  they  own; 
O  Maid,  for  all  thy  love  to  Britain  IhoWn, 

Where  JuAice  bars  her  iron  tower. 

To  thee  we  build  a  rofeate  bower. 
Thou,  thou  ihalt  rule  our  queen,  and  fhare  our  monarch's 
throne !  ODE 
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ODE     TO     LIBERTY. 

STROPHE. 

TT7HO  fliall  awake  the  Spartan  fife, 
^     And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life. 
The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreadiiig, 
[  Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fallen  hue. 
At  once  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  fhedding. 

Applauding  Freedom  lov'd  of  old  to  view  I 
What  new  Alee  us,  fancy -ble  ft. 
Shall  fnig  the  fword,  in  myrtles  dreft. 

At  Wifdom's  ihrine  a  while  its  fiame  concealing, 
(What  place  fo  fit  to  feal  a  deed  renown'd?) 

Till  fhe  her  brightefl  lightnings  round  revealing. 
It  leap'd  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted  wound ! 
O  Goddefs,  in  that  feeling  hour. 

When  moft  its  founds  would  court  thy  ears. 
Let  not  my  Ihell's  mifguided  power. 

E'er  draw  thy  fad,  thy  mindful  tears. 
No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell. 
How  Rome,  before  thy  face. 
With  heavieft  found,  a  giant- ftatue,  fell, 
Pufh'd  by  a  wild  and  artlefs  race. 
From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bafe. 
When  Time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke. 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  ftrength  and  grace. 

With  many  a  rude  repeated  ftroke, 
And  many  a  barbarous  yell,  to  thcufand  fragments 
broke. 

E  P  O  D  E  . 
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Yet,  ev*'n  wheree'er  the  leaft  appear'd^ 
Th'  admiring  world  thy  hand  rever'd  ; 
Still,  'midil  the  fcatter'd  ftates  around;, 
Some  remnants  of  her  ftrength  were  found  .;, 
They  faw,  by  what  efcap'd  the  ftorm. 
How  wondrous  rofe  her  perfecl  form  j 
How  in  the  great,,  the  labour'd  whole. 
Each  mighty  mailer  pour'd  his  foulj 
For  funny  Florence,  feat  of  art. 
Beneath  her  vines  preferv'd  a  part. 
Till  they,  whom  fcience  lov'd  to  name, 
(O,  who  could  fear  it?)  quench'd  her  fiame  . 
And,  lo,  an  humbler  relic  laid 
In  jealous  Pifa's  olive  fhade  ! 
See  fmall  Marino  joins  the  theme,. 
Though  leaft,  not  laft  in  thy  efteem  ; 
Strike,  louder  ftrike  th'  ennobling  firings 
To  thofe,  v/hofe  merchants  fons  were  kings  t. 
To  him,  who,  deck'd  with  pearly  pride. 
In  Adria  weds  his  green-hair'd  bride  : 
Hail  port  of  glory,  wealth,  and  pleafure. 
Ne'er  let  me  change  this  Lydian  m^eafure  :. 
Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate. 
To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  ilate. 
Ah,  no  1  more  pleas'd  thy  haunts  I  feek. 
On  wild  Helvetia's  mountains  bleak  : 
(Where,  when  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice^, 
The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice  i 


Forth 
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Forth  from  his  eyrie  rouz'd  in  dread. 
The  ravening  eagle  northward  fled.) 
Or  dwell  in  vvillow'd  meads  more  near. 
With  thofe  *  to  whom  thy  ftork  is  dear : 
Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 
Whofe  crown  a  Britilh  queen  refus'd  ! 
The  magic  works,  thou  feel'ft  the  llrains. 
One  holier  name  alone  remains ; 
The  perfect  fpell  fliall  then  avail. 
Hail,  Nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail  ! 

A  N  T  I  S  T  R  0  P  H  £. 

Beyond  the  meafure  vaft  of  thought. 
The  works,,  the  wizard  Time  has  v\'rought ! 

The  Gaul,  'tis  held  of  antique  ftory. 
Saw  Britain  link'd  to  his  now  adverfe  ftrandf , 

No  fea  between,  nor  cliff  fublime  and  hoary. 
He  pafs'd  with  unwet  feet  through  all  our  land. 

*  The  Dutch,  amongft  whom  there  are  very  fevere  pe- 
sialties  for  thofe  who  are  convided  of  killing  this  bird. 
They  are  kept  lame  in  almoft  all  their  towns,  and  particuf 
larly  at  the  Hague,  of  the  arms  of  which  they  make  a  part. 
The  common  people  of  Holland  are  faid  to  entertain  a 
fuperftitlous  fentiment,  that  if  the  whole  fpecies  of  them 
fliould  become  extincSl,  they  fhould  lofe  their  liberties. 

f  This  tradition  is  mentioned  by  feveral  of  our  old  hif- 
torians.  Some  naturallfts  too  have  endeavoured  to  fupport 
the  probability  of  the  fad,  by  arguments  drawn  from  the 
correfpondent  difpofition  of  the  two  oppofite  coafts.  I  do  not 
remember  that  any  poetical  ufe  has  been  hitherto  made 
of  it. 

To 
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'To  the  blown  Baltic  then,  they  fay-. 
The  wild  waves  found  another  way, 
"^"■here  Orcas  howls,  his  wolfifh  mountains  rounding; 

Till  all  the  banded  weft  at  once  'gan  rife, 
Ji  wide  wild  ftorm  ev'n  Nature's  felf  confounding. 
Withering  her  giant  fons  with  ftrange  uncouth  fur- 
prize. 
This  pillar'd  earth  fo  firm  and  wide. 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  torn. 
In  thunders  dread  was  pufli'd  afide. 

And  down  the  iliouldering  billows  borne. 
And  fee,  like  gems,  her  laugJiing  train. 

The  little  iiles  on  every  fide, 
Mona  *,  once  hid  from  thofe  who  fearch  the  main. 

Where  thoufand  elfin  Ihapes  abide. 
And  V/ight  who  checks  the  Vv^eftering  tide. 

For  thee  confenting  heaven  has  each  beftow'd, 
A  fair  attendant  on  her  fovereign  pride ; 

To  thee  this  bleft  divorce  Ihe  ov/'d. 
For  thou  haft  made  her  vales  thy  lovM,  thy  laft  abode  ! 

*  There  Is  a  tradition  In  the  Ifle  of  Man,  that  a  mermaid 
becoming  enamoured  of  a  young  man  of  extraordinary 
beauty,  took  an  opportunity  of  meeting  him  one  day  as  he 
walked  on  the  fhore,  and  opened  her  paffion  to  him,  but 
was  received  with  a  coldnefs,  occafioned  by  his  horror  and 
furprize  at  her  appearance.  This  however  was  fo  mifcon- 
ftrued  by  the  fea-lady,  that.  In  revenge  for  his  treatment  of 
her,  fhe  punlfhed  the  whole  ifland,  by  covering  It  with  a 
mlft,  fo  that  all  who  attempted  to  carry  on  any  commerce 
with  It,  cither  never  arrived  at  it,  but  wandered  up  and 
down  the  fea,  or  were  on  a  fudden  wrecked  upon  its  cliffs. 

SECOND 
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SECOND      EPODE. 

Then  too,  'tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 

'Midft  the  green  navel  of  our  ifle. 

Thy  (hrine  in  fome  religious  wood, 

O  foul -enforcing  Goddefs,  flood  1 

There  oft  the  painted  native's  feet 

Were  wont  thy  form  ceieftial  meet : 

Though  now  with  hopelefs  toil  we  trace 

Time's  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  place; 

Whether  the  fiery -treffed  Dane, 

Or  Roman's  felf  o'erturn'd  the  fane. 

Or  in  what  heaven-left  age  it  fell, 

'T  were  hard  for  modern  fong  to  tell. 

Yet  ftill,  if  truth  thofe  beams  infufe. 

Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  Mufcj 

.Beyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie. 

Paving  the  light  embroider'd  iky : 

Amidft  the  bright  pavilion'd  plains. 

The  beauteous  model  ftill  remains. 

There  happier  than  in  iflands  bleft. 

Or  bowers  by  Spring  or  Hebe  dreft. 

The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion's  ftory. 

In  v/arlike  weeds,  retir'd  in  glory. 

Hear  their  conforted  Druids  fing 

Their  triumphs  to  th'  immortal  ftring. 

How  may  the  poet  now  unfold. 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amaz'd. 
What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  rais'd  ? 

Ev'n 
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Ev'n  now,  before  his  favour'd  eyes. 
In  Gotliic  pride  it  feems  to  rife  ! 
Yet  Grecia's  graceful  orders  join, 
MajeiHc,  through  the  mix'd  defign  ; 
The  fccret  builder  knew  to  chufe. 
Each  fphere  found  gem  of  richeft  hues  : 
Whate'er  heaven's  purer  mold  contains. 
When  nearer  funs  emblaze  its  veins ; 
There  on  the  walls  the  Patriot's  fight 
May  ever  hang  with  freih  delight. 
And,  grav'd  with  fome  prophetic  rage. 
Read  Albion's  fame  through  every  age. 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  band. 
That  near  her  inmoft  altar  ftand  ! 
Now  foothe  her,  to  her  blii'sful  train 

Blithe  Concord's  focial  form  to  gain  : 

Concord,  whofe  myrtle' wand  can  fleep 

Ev'n  Anger's  blood-ihot  eyes  in  fleep  : 

Before  whofe  breathing  bofom's  balm. 

Rage  drops  his  Heel,  and  ilorms  grow  calm  ; 

Her  let  our  fires  and  matrons  hoar 

Welcome  to  Britain's  ravag'd  fliore. 

Our  youths,  enamour 'd  of  the  fair. 

Play  wdth  the  tangles  of  her  hair. 

Till,  in  one  loud  applauding  found. 

The  nations  ihout  to  her  around, 

O,  how  fupremely  art  thou  bleft. 

Thou,  Lady,  thou  Ihalt  rak  the  we^  t 

t)DE 
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O         D         E 

To  a  Lady,  on  the  Death  of  Colonel  Charles 
Ross,  in  the  Aclion  at  Fontenoy.  Written 
May,  1745. 

TT7HILE,  loft  to  all  his  former  mirth, 
^  ^     Britannia's  genius  bends  to  earth. 

And  mourns  the  fatal  day  : 
While  ftain'd  with  blood  he  llrives  to  tear 
Unfeemly  from  his  fea-green  hair 

The  wreaths  of  chearful  May : 

The  thoughts  which  mufmg  pity  pays. 
And  fond  remembrance  loves  to  raife. 

Your  faithful  hours  attend  : 
Still  Fancy,  to  herfelf  unkind. 
Awakes  to  grief  the  foften'd  mind. 

And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

By  rapid' Scheld's  defcending  wave 
Bis  country's  vows  Ihall  blefs  the  grave, 

Wheree'er  the  youth  is  laid  : 
That  facred  fpot  the  village  hind 
With  every  fweeteft  turf  fhall  bind. 

And  Peace  protect  the  fhade. 

^O'er  him,  whofe  doom  thy  virtues  grieves 
Aerial  forms  fhall  fit  at  eve. 
And  bend  the  penfive  head ; 

Andp 
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And,  fall'n  to  fave  his  injur'd  land, 
Imperial  Honour's  aweful  hand 
Shall  point  his  lonely  bed  1 

The  warlike  dead  of  every  age. 
Who  £11  the  fair  recording  page. 

Shall  leave  their  fainted  reft  : 
And,  half-reclining  on  his  fpear. 
Each  wondering  chief  by  turns  appear^ 

To  hail  the  blooming  gjjeft. 

Old  Edward's  fons,  unknown  to  yield. 
Shall  crowd  from  Creffy's  laurel'd  fields 
_  And  gaze  with  fix'd  delight : 
Again  for  Britain's  wrongs  they  feel. 
Again  they  fnatch  the  gleamy  fteel. 
And  wilh  th'  avenging  fight. 

But,  lo  !  where,  funk  in  deep  defpair., 
Her  garments  torn,  her  bofom  bare, 

Impatient  Freedom  lies  ! 
Her  matted  treffes  madly  fpread. 
To  every  fod  which  wraps  the  dead. 

She  turns  her  joylefs  eyes. 

Ne'er  fliall  Ihe  leave  that  lowly  ground^ 
Till  notes  of  triumph  burfting  round 

Proclaim  her  reign  reftor'd  : 
Till  William  feek  the  fad  retreat. 
And,  bleeding  at  her  facred  feet, 

Prefent  the  fated  fword. 

Vol.  LVIIL  J>  If, 
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If,  weak  to  footlie  fo  foft  an  heart, 
Thefe  pidur'd  glories  nought  impart. 

To  dry  thy  conilant  tear  : 
If  yet,  in  Sorrow's  diftant  eye, 
Expos'd  and  pale  thou  fee'il  him  lie. 

Wild  war  infulting  near : 

Wheree'er  from  time  thou  court'ft  relief. 
The  Mufe  ihali  ftill,  with  focial  grief. 

Her  gentleft  promife  keep  : 
Ev'n  humble  Harting's  cottag'd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  fad  repeated  tale. 

And  bid  her  Ihepherds  weep. 


ODE     TO     EVENING. 

I  F  aught  of  oaten  flop,  or  paftoral  fong. 

May  hope,  chafte  Eve,  to  foothe  thy  modell  ear. 
Like  thy  own  folemn  fprings. 
Thy  fprings,  and  dying  gales ; 

O  nymph  referv'd,  while  now  the  bright-hair'd  fun 
Sits  in  yon  weftern  tent,  whofe  cloudy  fkirts. 

With  brede  ethereal  wove, 

O'erhang  his  wavy  bed  : 

Now  air  is  hufh'd,  fave  where  the  weak-ey'd  bat. 
With  Ihort  ihrill  ihriek  flits  by  on  leathern  wing. 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds 

His  fmall  but  fallen  horn, 

As 
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As  oft  he  rifes  'midll  the  twilight  path, 
Againft  the  pilgrim  borne  in  hecdlefs  hum ; 

Now  teach  me,  maid  compos 'd. 

To  breathe  fome  foften'd  ftrain, 

"VVhofe  numbers.  Healing  through  thy  darkening  vale. 
May  not  unfeemly  with  its  llillnefs  fuit, 

As,  mufmg  flow,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  ! 

•For  when  thy  folding-liar  arifmg  Hiows 
His  paly  circlet,  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  elves 

Who  llept  in  buds  the  day. 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  with  fedgc,. 
And  Iheds  the  frefhening  dew,  and  lovelier  Hill, 

The  penfive  pleafures  fweet 

Prepare  thy  fhadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  fome  wild  and  heathy  fcene. 
Or  find  fom.e  ruin  'midil  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  waUs  more  av/eful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 

Or  if  chill  bluflering  winds,  or  driving  rain> 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut, 

That  from,  the  mountain's  fide. 

Views  wilds,  and  fwelling  floods. 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-difcover'd  fpirw. 
And  hears  their  fimple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dufkv  veil, 

D  z  While 
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While  Spring  fhall  pour  his  Ihowers,  as  oft  he  wont. 
And  bathe  thy  breathing  trefTes,  meekell  Eve  ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  fport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light : 

While  fallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with  leaves. 
Or  Winter,  yelling  through  the  troublous  air. 

Affrights  thy  flirinking  train. 

And  rudely  rends  thy  robes  : 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 

Shall  Fancy,  Friendlhip,  Science,  fmiling  Peace, 

Thy  gentlell  influence  own. 

And  Jove  thy  favourite  name  I 

ODE     TO     PEACE. 

/^  Thou,  who  bad'il  thy  turtles  bear 
^■^^  Swift  from  his  grafp  thy  golden  hair. 

And  fought' ft  thy  native  Ikies  : 
When  war,  by  vultures  drawn  from  far. 
To  Britain  bent  his  iron  car. 

And  bade  his  ftorms  arife  ! 

Tir*d  of  his  rude  tyrannic  fvvay. 
Our  youth  Ihall  fix  fome  feftive  day. 

His  fullen  flirines  to  burn  : 
But  thou,  who  hear'ft  the  turning  fpheres. 
What  founds  may  charm  thy  partial  ears. 

And  gain  thy  bleft  return  ! 

O  Peace, 
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O  Peace,  thy  injurM  robes  up -bind  t 
O  rife,  and  leave  not  one  behind 

Of  all  thy  beamy  train  : 
The  Britilh  lion,  Goddefs  fweet. 
Lies  firetch'd  on  earth  to  kifs  thy  feetj 

And  own  thy  holier  reign. 

Let  others  court  thy  tranfient  fmile. 
But  come  to  grace  thy  weitern  iile> 

By  warlike  Honour  led  ! 
And,  while  around  her  ports  rejoice. 
While  all  her  fons  adore  thy  choice* 

With  him  for  ever  wed  I 

THE    >.IANNERS.     AN    ODE, 

rj^  ARE  WELL,  for  clearer  ken  defign'd;. 

*      The  dim-difcover'd  trads  of  mind  : 

Truths  which,  from  aftion^^s  paths  retir'd* 

My  filent  fearch  in  vain  requir'd  ! 

No  more  m>  fail  that  deep  explores. 

No  more  i  fearch  thofe  magic  ihores,. 

What  regions  part  the  world  of  foul. 

Or  whence  thy  ftreams.  Opinion,  roll : 

If  e'er  I  round  fuch  fairy  field. 

Some  power  impart  the  fpear  and  fhielda. 

At  which  the  wizard  paiTions  fiy. 

By  which  the  giant  follies  die  ! 

Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen, 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  greea; 

D  ?^     -  ^rh^^«: 

>-*-•    •«    '"•.  '  ■■.  <"* 
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Where  Science,  prank'd  in  tiiTued  veft^ 
By  K-eafon^  Pride,  and  Fancy  dreil, 
Ccmes  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd. 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  Ihade  I 
Youtkof  tke  quick  uncheated  fight. 
Thy  walks,  Obfervance,  more  invite  1 
O  thou,  who  lov'il  that  ampler  range. 
Where  life's  wide  profpeds  round  thee  change^. 
And,  with  her  mingled  fons  ally'd, 
Throw'il  the  prattling  page  alide  : 
To  me  in  converfe  fweet  impart. 
To  read  in  man  the  native  heart. 
To  learn,  where  Science  fure  is  found,.. 
From  Nature  as  Ihe  lives  around  : 
And  gazing  oft  ker  mirror  true, 
.By  turns  each  fhifting  image  view  ! 
Till  meddling  Art's  ofEcious  lore 
Reverfe  the  lefTons  taught  before. 

Alluring  from  a  fafer  rule. 

To  dream  in  her  enchanted  fchool ; 

Thou,  Heaven,  whatever  of  great  we  boaft^. 

Hail  bleft  this  focial  fcience  moft. 
Retiring  hence  to  thoughtful  cell,. 

.As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  fpell. 

Not  vain  fhe  finds  the  charmful  tafk. 

In  pageant  quaint,  in  motley  mafiC, 

Behold,  before  her  mufmg  eyes. 

The  countlefs  Manners  round,  her  rife  f 

While,  ever  varying  as  they  pafs. 

To  ibme  Contempt  applies  her  glafs  i 

With 
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With  thefe  the  white-rob'd  maid  combine. 

And  thofe  the  laughing  fatyrs  join  ! 

Bat  who  is  he  whom  now  fhe  views. 

In  robe  of  wild  contending  hues  ? 

Thou  by  the  paffiona  nUrs'd  »  I  greet 

The  comic  fock  that  binds  thy  feet ! 

O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 

To  Britain's  favour 'd  ifle  alone  : 

Me  too  amidil  thy  band  admit. 

There  where  the  young-ey'd  heathful  Wit, 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 

Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  fhare. 

Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 

In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide  I 

By  old  Miletus  *  who  fo  long 
Has  ceas'd  his  love -inwoven  fong  : 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids. 
In  chang'd  Italia's  modern  Ihades  : 
By  him  f ,  whofe  knight's  diflinguifh'd  name 
Refin'd  a  nation's  lull:  of  fame  ; 
Whofe  tales  ev'n  now,  with  echoes  fwect, 
Caftilia's  Moorifh  hills  repeat : 
Or  him  J,  whom  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore. 
In  watchet  weeds  on  Gallia's  iliore, 

*  Alluding  to  the  Mllsfian  Tales,  fome  of  the  earlieft' 
romances. 

•f  Cervantes. 

±  Monfier  Le  Sage,  author  of  the  Incomparable  adven- 
tures of  Gil  Bias  de  Santillane,  who  died  in  Paris  iu  the 
y^ear  1745. 

D  4  Who 
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Who  drew  the  fad  Sicilian  maid. 
By  virtues  in  her  fire  betray'd  : 

O  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
Each  forceful  thought,  each  prompted  deed ; 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel. 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  feal  I 
Let  fome  retreating  Cynic  find 
Thofe  oft-turn'd  fcrolls  I  leave  behind. 
The  Sports  and  1  this  hour  agree 
You  rove  thy  fcene-fuil  world  with  thee  ! 


The    PASSIONS.     Aii  ODE  for  Mufic 

XT  THEN  Mufic,  heavenly  ihaid,  was  youngs, 

'     While  yet  in  early  Greece  fhe  fung^, 
The  Pallions  oft,  to  hear  her  ihell, 
Throng'd  around  her  magic  cell. 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 
PofTeft  beyond  the  Mufe^s  painting ; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Difturb'd,  delighted,  rais'd,  reiin'd. 
Till  once,  'tis  faid,  when  all  were  firM^ 
Fill'd  with  fury,  rapt,  inipirM, 
From  the  fupporting  myrtles  round 
They  fnatch'd  her  inilrumenta  of  found> 
And  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  lefTons  of  her  forceful  art. 
Each,  for  madnefs  rui'd  the  hour. 
Would  prove  his  ©wn  exprefHve  powero 

Firfl 
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Firft  Fear  his  hand,  its  Ikill  to  try. 

Amid  the  chords  bewilder'd  laid. 
And  back  recoil'd,  he  knew  not  why, 

Ev'n  at  the  found  bimfelf  had  made. 

Next  Anger  rulb'd,  his  eyes  on  fire. 

In  lightnings  own'd  his  fecret  flings^ 
In  one  rude  claih  he  flruck  the  lyre^ 

And  fwept  with  hurried  hand  the  firings. 

With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair — 

Low  fullen  founds  his  grief  beguii'd, 
A  folemn,  flrange,  and  mingled  air, 

'Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  flarts  'twas  wild* 

But  thoU;,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair,^ 

What  was  thy  delighted  raeafure  ? 
Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  pleafure. 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  dillance  hail ! 
Still  would  her  touch  the  flrain  prolong, 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
She  caU'd  on  Echo  iHll  through  all  the  fong; 

And  where  her  fweetell  theme  flie  chofe, 

A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe^ 
And  Hope  enchanted  fmilM,  and  wav'd  her  golden  hair. 
And  longer  had  fhe  fung — but,  with  a  frown> 

Revenge  impatient  rofe. 
He  threw  his  blood- flain'd  fvvord  in  thunder  down> 
And,  with  a  withering  look. 

The  war-denouncing  trumpet  took> 

Ani 
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And  blew  a  blafl:  fo  loud  and  dread, 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  founds  fo  full  of  vvoe» 
And  ever  and  anon  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat ; 
And  though  fometimes,  each  dreary  paufe  between, 
D ejected  Pity  at  his  fide 
Her  foul-nibduing  voice  applied. 
Yet  ftill  he  kept  his  wild  unalter'd  mien,  [his  head. 
While  each  ftrain'd  ball  of  fight  feem'd  burfting  from 
Thy  numbers,^  Jealoufy,  to  nought  were  fix'd. 

Sad  proof  of  thy  diilrefsful  ftate. 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  fong  was  mix'd. 

And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  call'd  on  Hate> 
With  eyes  up-rais'd,  as  one  infpir'd. 
Pale  Melancholy  fat  retir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  fequeller'd  feat. 
In  notes  by  diftance  made  more  fweet, 
Pour'd  through  the  n.ellow  horn  her  penfive  foul : 
And  dafhing  foft  from  rocks  around. 
Bubbling  runnels  join'd  the  found; 
Through  glades  and  glooms  the  mingled  meafure  ftole^ 
Or  o'er  fome  haunted  ftreams  with  fond  delay. 
Round  an  holy  calm  difFufmg, 
Love  of  peace,  and  lonely  muiing. 
In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 
But,  O,  how  alter'd  was  its  fprightlier  tone ! 
When  Chearfalncfs,  a  nymph  of  healthiell:  hue^ 
Her  bow  acrofs  her  Ihoulder  flung. 
Her  buikins  gemm'd  with  morning  dew. 
Blew  an  infpiriiig  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung. 

The 
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The  hunter's  call  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known; 

The  oak-crown'd  filters,. and  their  chafte-ey'd  queen,. 

Satyrs  and  fylvan  boys  were  feen. 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green ; 
Brown  Exercife  rejoic'd  to  hear. 

And  Sport  leapt  up,  and  feiz'd  his  becchen  fpear. 
Lafl  came  Joy's  ecliatic  trial. 
He,  with  viny  crown  advancing, 

Firft  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addreft. 
But  foon  he  faw  the  brifk-awakening  viol, 

Whofe  fweet  entrancing  voice  he  lov'd  the  befl:. 
They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the  llrain>. 
They  faw  in  Tempe's  vale  her  native  maids, 
Amidft  the  fellal  founding  Ihades, 
To  fome  unwearied  minftrel  dancing. 

While,  as  his  flying  fingers  kif^'d  the  firings. 

Love  fram'd  with  Mirth  a  gay  fantaflic  rounds, 

Loofe  were  her  treHes  feen,  h^r  zone  unbound^^ 

And  he,  amidil  his  frolic  play. 
As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repay. 
Shook  thoufand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings,. 
O  Mufic,.  fphere-defcended  maid. 
Friend  of  pleafure,  wifdom's  aid, 
V/hy,  Goddefs,  why  to  us  denied  ? 
Lay' 11  thou  thy  ancient  lyre  afide  ? 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  bower. 
You  learn'd  in  all-com-manding  power^. 
Thy  mimic  foul,  O  nymph  endear'd. 
Can  well  recal  what  then  it  heard. 

Where 
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"Where  Is  thy  native  fimple  hearty 
Devote  to  virtue,  fancy,  art  ? 
Arife,  as  in  that  elder  time. 
Warm,  energic,  chafte,  fubllme ! 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  god-like  age,, 
Fill  thy  recording  filler's  page — 
*Tis  faid,  and  I  believe  the  tale. 
Thy  humblcft  reed  could  more  prevail*,. 
Had  more  of  ftrength,  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  agCj, 
Ev'n  all  at  once  together  found 
Caecilia's  mingled  world  of  found — " 
O,  bid  our  vain  endeavours  ceafe. 
Revive  the  juft  defigns  of  Greece, 
Return  in  all  thy  fimple  ftate  ! 
Confirm  the  tales  her  fons  relate  \ 


AN    EPISTLE 

Addrefled  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  on  his  Edition 

of  Sbakefpeare's  Works* 

WJ  HILE,  born  to  bring  the  Mufe's  happier  dayS;, 

A  patriot's  hand  protefts  a  poet's  lays ; 
While,  nurs'd  by  you,  fhe  fees  her  m.yrtles  bloom. 
Green  and  unwither'd  o'er  his  honour'd  tomb : 
Excufe  her  doubts,  if  yet  Ihe  fears  to  tell 
What  fecret  tranfports  in  her  bofom  fwell : 
With  confcious  awe  Ihe  hears  the  critic's  fame. 
And  bluHdng  hides  her  wreath  at  Shakefpeare's  name* 

Hard 
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Hard  was  the  lot  thofe  injur 'd  ftrains  endurM, 
Unown'd  by  fcience,  and  by  years  obfcurM : 
Fair  Fancy  wept;  and  echoing  fighs  confefs'd 
A  fixt  defpair  in  every  tuneful  breall:. 
Not  with  more  grief  th'  afflided  fwains  appear. 
When  wintery  winds  deform  the  plenteous  year; 
When  lingering  frofts  the  ruin'd  feats  invade 
Where  Peace  reforted,  and  the  Graces  play'd. 

Each  rifmg  art  by  juft  gradation  i?ioves. 
Toil  builds  on  toil,  and  age  on  age  improves : 
The  Mufe  alone  unequal  dealt  her  rage. 
And  grac'd  with  noblell  pomp  her  earlieft  ftage. 
Preferv'd  through  time,  the  fpeaking  fcenes  impart 
Each  changeful  wiih  of  Phasdra's  tortur'd  heart: 
Or  paint  the  curfe  that  mark'd  the  *  Theban's  reign, 
A  bed  inceftuous,  and  a  father  llain. 
With  kind  concern  our  pitying  eyes  o'erflow. 
Trace  the  fad  tale,  and  own  another's  woe. 

To  Rome  remov'd,  with  wit  fecure  to  pleafe. 
The  comic  fillers  keep  their  native  eafe. 
With  jealous  fear  declining  Greece  beheld 
Her  own  Menander's  art  almoft  excelPd ! 
But  every  Mufe  efTay'd  to  raife  in  vain 
Some  1-abour'd  rival  of  her  tragic  ftrain ; 
llyfTus'  laurels,  though  trans  fer'd  with  toil, 
Droop'd  their  fair  leaves,  nor  knew  th'  unfriendly  foil. 

As  arts  expir'd,  refifllefs  Dulnefs  rofe; 
Goths,  Priefts,  or  Vandals, — all  were  learning's  foes. 

*  The  Oedipus  of  Sophocles. 

Till 
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Till  *  Julius  firft  recall'd  each  exil'd  maid. 
And  Cofmo  ovvn'd  them  in  th'  Etrurian  fhade; 
Tiien,  deeply  fkill'd  in  love's  engaging  theme. 
The  foft  Provencial  pafs'd  to  Arno's  ftream : 
With  graceful  eafe  tlie  wanton  lyre  he  ilrung. 
Sweet  flow'd  the  lays — but  love  was  all  he  fung. 
The  gay  defcription  could  not  fail  to  move ; 
For,  led  by  nature,  all  are  friends  to  love. 

But  heaven,  IHII  various  in  its  works,  decreed 
The  perfect  boaft  of  time  ihould  lall:  fucceed. 
The  beauteous  union  mufl  appear  at  length. 
Of  Tufcan  fancy,  and  Athenian  ftrength : 
One  greater  Mufe  Eliza's  reign  adorn. 
And  ev'n  a  Shakefpeare  to  her  fame  be  born ! 

Yet,  ah  !  fo  bright  her  morning's  opening  ray. 
In  vain  our  Britain  hop'd  an  equal  day  ! 
No  fecond  growth  the  weftern  ifle  could  bear. 
At  once  exhaufted  with  too  rich  a  year. 
Too  nicely  Jonfon  knew  the  critic's  part; 
Nature  in  him  was  almoft  loft  in  Art. 
Of  fofter  mold  the  gentle  Fletcher  came. 
The  next  in  order,  as  the  next  in  name. 
With  pleas 'd  attention  'midft  his  fcenes  we  find 
Each  glowing  thought,  that  warms  the  female  mind; 
Each  melting  figh,  and  every  tender  tear. 
The  lover's  wifnes,  and  the  virgin's  fear. 
His  f  every  ftrain  the  Smiles  and  Graces  own; 
But  fironger  Shakefpeare  felt  for  man  alone : 

*  Julius  II.  the  immediate  predecefTor  of  Leo  X. 
"f  Their  charaders  are  thus  dlftinguifhed  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

Drawn 
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Drawn  by  his  pen,  our  ruder  pafiions  ftand 
Th'  Uiinval'd  plclure  of  his  early  hand. 

*  With  gradaal  lleps,  and  ilovv,  exader  France 
Saw  Art'i  fair  empire  o'er  her  fhores  advance : 
By  length  of  toil  a  bright  perfeclion  knew. 
Correctly  bold,  and  jail  in  all  Ihe  drew. 

Till  late  Corneille,  v,ith  f  Lucan's  fpirit  fir'd, 
Breath'd  the  free  llrain,  as  Rome  and  he  infpir'd: 
And  claffic  judgement  gain'd  to  fweet  Racine 
The  temperate  ftrength  of  Maro's  chafter  line. 

But  wilder  far  the  Britilli  laurel  fpread. 
And  wreaths  lefs  artful  crown  our  poet's  head. 
Yet  he  alone  to  every  fcene  could  give 
Th'  hiftorian's  truth,  and  bid  the  manners  live, 
Wak'd  at  his  call  I  view,  with  glad  furprize, 
Majellic  forms  of  mighty  monarchs  rife. 
There  Henry's  trumpets  fpread  their  loud  alarms. 
And  laurel'd  Ccnqueft  waits  her  hero's  arms. 
Here  gentler  Edvvard  claims  a  pitying  figh. 
Scarce  born  to  honours,  and  fo  foon  to  die  ! 
Yet  Ihall  thy  throne,  unhappy  infant,  bring 
No  beam  of  comfort  to  the  guilty  king: 

*  About  the  time  of  Shakefpeare,  the  poet  Hardy  was 
in  great  repute  in  France.  He  wrote,  according  to  Fonte- 
nclle,  fix  hundred  plays.  The  French  poets  after  him  ap" 
plied  themfelves  in  general  to  the  correcfl  improvement  or 
the  ftage,  which  was  almoft  totally  difregarded  by  thofc 
of  our  own  country,  Jonfon  excepted. 

-J-  The  favourite  author  of  the  elder  Corneille. 

The 
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The  time  fhall  come  when  Glo'fter's  heart  fhall  bleed 

In  life's  laft  hours,  with  horror  of  the  deed : 

When  dreary  vifions  fhall  at  laft  prefent 

Thy  vengeful  image  in  the  midnight  tent: 

Thy  hand  unfeen  the  fecret  death  fhall  bear. 

Blunt  the  weak  fword,  and  break  th'  opprefllve  fpear, 

Wheree'er  we  turn,  by  fancy  charm'd,  we  find 
Some  fweet  illufion  of  the  cheated  mind. 
Oft,  wild  of  wing,  fhe  calls  the  foul  to  rove 
With  humbler  nature,  in  the  rural  grove; 
Where  fwains  contented  own  the  quiet  fcene. 
And  twilight  fairies  tread  the  circled  green : 
Drefs'd  by  her  hand,  the  woods  and  vallies  fmile. 
And  Spring  difFufive  decks  th*  inchanted  ifle. 

O,  more  than  all  in  powerful  genius  blefl. 
Come,  take  thine  empire  o'er  the  willing  breaft  t 
Whate'er  the  wounds  this  youthful  heart  fhall  feel. 
Thy  fongs  fupport  me,  and  thy  morals  heal ! 
There  every  thought  the  poet|s  warmth  may  raife. 
There  native  mufic  dwells  in  all  the  lays. 
O,  might  fome  verfe  with  happieft  fkill  perfuade 
ExprefTive  Pidlure  to  adopt  thine  aid ! 
What  wondrous  draughts  might  rife  from  every  page  I 
V/hat  other  Raphaels  charm  a  diftant  age  ! 

Methinks  ev'n  now  I  view  fome  free  defign. 
Where  breathing  Nature  lives  in  every  line : 
Chafte  and  fubdued  the  modefl  lights  decay. 
Steal  into  fhades,  and  mildly  melt  away. 
—And  fee,  where  *  Anthony,  in  tears  approved. 
Guards  the  pale  relics  of  the  chief  he  lov'd: 

•  See  the  tragedy  of  Julius  Csefar. 

O'er 
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O'er  the  cold  corfe  the  warrior  feems  to  bend. 
Deep  funk  in  grief,  and  mourns  his  murder'd  friend  ! 
Still  as  they  prefs,  he  calls  on  all  around. 
Lifts  the  torn  robe,  and  points  the  bleeding  wound. 

But  *  who  is  he,  whofe  brows  exalted  bear 
A  wrath  impatient,  and  a  fiercer  air  ? 
Awake  to  all  that  injured  worth  can  feel. 
On  his  own  Rome  he  turns  th'  avenging  ileel. 
Yet  fhall  not  war's  infatiate  fury  fall, 
(So  heaven  ordains  it)  on  the  deftin'd  wall. 
See  the  fond  mother,  'midll  the  plaintive  train. 
Hung  on  his  knees,  and  proftrate  on  the  plain  ! 
Touch'd  to  the  foul,  in  vain  he  llrives  to  hide 
The  fen's  affeclion,  in  the  Roman's  pride  : 
O'er  all  the  man  conflidling  paifions  rife. 
Rage  grafps  the  fword,  while  pity  melts  the  eyes. 

Thus,  generous  Critic,  as  thy  bard  infpires. 
The  Sifter  Arts  Ihall  nurfe  their  drooping  fires  : 
Each  from  his  fcenes  her  Itores  alternate  bring, 
'  Blend  the  fair  tints,  or  wake  the  vocal  ftring : 
Thofe  Sibyl-leaves,  the  fport  of  every  wind, 
(For  poets  ever  were  a  carelefs  kind) 
By  thee  difpos'd,  no  farther  toil  demand. 
But,  jull  to  nature,  own  thy  forming  hand. 

So  fpread  o'er  Greece,  th'  harmonious  whole  unknown^ 
Ev'n  Homer's  numbers  charm'd  by  parts  alone. 
Their  own  Ulyiles  fcarce  had  wander'd  more. 
By  winds  and  waters  call:  on  every  fhore : 

*  Coriolanu^,  See  Mr.  Spence's  dialogue  on  th«  Ody/Tcy. 
Vol.  LVUI.  R  When 
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When  ras'd  by  fate,  fome  former  Hanmer  joined 
Each  beauteous  image  of  the  boundlefs  mind ; 
And  bade,  like  thee,  his  Athens  ever  claim 
A  fond  alliance  with  the  Poet's  name. 


DIRGE    IN    CYMBELINE, 

Sung  by  Guiderus  and  Arviragus  over  Fidel e, 
fuppofed  to  be  dead. 

np  O  fair  Fidele'3  gralTy  tomb 
^       Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  fhall  bring 
Each  opening  fweet,  of  earlieil:  bloom. 
And  rifle  all  the  breathing  Spring. 

No  wailing  ghoft  fliall  dare  appear 

To  vex  with  fhrieks  this  quiet  grove. 
But  fhepherd  lads  affemble  here. 

And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

No  wither'd  witch  fliall  here  be  feen. 

No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew ; 
The  female  fays  fliall  haunt  the  green. 

And  drefs  thy  grave  with  pearly  dew  ; 

The  red-breaft  oft  at  evening  hours 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid. 
With  hoary  mofs,  and  gathered  flowers. 

To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

When 
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When  howling  winds,  and  beating  rain. 

In  tempefts  fhake  thy  fylvan  cell ; 
Or  'midll  the  chace  on  every  plain. 

The  tender  thought  on  thee  Ihall  dwell. 

Each  lonely  fcene  fhall  thee  reftore. 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  Ihed ; 
Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more; 

And  mourn'd,  till  Pity's  felf  be  dead. 

ODE 

On  the  Death  of  Mr.  THOMSON, 

The  Scene  of  the  following  Stanzas  is  fuppofed  to 
lie  on  the  Thames,  near  Richmond. 


|N  yonder  grave  a  Druid  lies 
•''     Where  llowly  winds  the  Healing  wave  '■ 
The  year's  beft  fvveets  Ihall  duteous  rife. 
To  deck  its  Poet*3  fylvan  grave ! 

II. 
In  yon-deep  bed  of  whifpering  reed^^ 

His  airy  harp  *  (hall  now  be  laid. 
That  he,  v/hofe  heart  in  forrow  bleedi. 

May  love  through  life  the  foothing  iliadc. 

♦  The  harp  of  JEohs,  of  which  fee  a  defcription  la  the 
Caftle  of  Tmlolcnce. 

E  2  HI.  T\-Tn 
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III. 
Then  maids  and  youths  fhall  linger  here. 

And,  while  its  founds  at  diftance  fwell. 
Shall  fadly  feem  in  Pity's  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 

IV. 
Remembrance  oft  fhall  haunt  the  Ihore 

When  Thames  in  fummer  wreaths  is  dreft. 
And  oft  fufpend  the  dafhing  oar 

To  bid  his  gentle  fpirit  reft  ! 

v.. 

And  oft  as  Eafe  and  Health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  foreft  deep. 
The  friend  fhall  view  yon  whitening  *  fpire. 

And  'mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep. 
VI. 
But  thou,  who  ovvn'ft  that  earthly  bed. 

Ah  I  what  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 
Or  tears,  which  Love  and  Pity  fhed 

That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  fail .! 
VII. 
Yet  lives  there  one,  whofe  heedlefs  eye 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  Ihrine  glimmering  near  ? 
With  him,  fweet  bard,  may  Fancy  die. 

And  Joy  defert  the  blooming  year. 
VIII. 
But  thou,  lorn  ft  ream,  whofe  fullen  tide 

No  fedge-crown'd  ftfters  now  attend, 

♦  Mr.  Thomfon  was  buried  in  Richmond  church. 

Now 
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Now  waft  me  from  the  green  hilPs  ilde 

Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend  ! 
IX. 
And  fee,  the  fairy  vallies  fade> 

Dun  Night  has  veil'd  the  folemn  view  ! 
Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  fhade. 

Meek  nature's  child,,  again  adieu  ! 
X. 
The  genial  meads  *  aflign'd  to  blefs 

Thy  life,  ihall  mourn  thy  early  doom  ! 
Their  hinds  and  fhepherd  girls  fnail  drei's 

With  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 
XI. 
Long,  long,  thy  Hone,  and  pointed  clay 

Shall  melt  the  mufmg  Briton's  eyes, 
O  !  vales,  and  wild  woods,  fhall  he  fay. 

In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  !. 

V    E    R    S    E    S 

Written  on.  a  Paper,  which  contained  a  Piece 
of  Bride-Cake. 

V^E  curious  hands,  that,  hid  from  vulgar  eyes, 
*       By  fearch  profane  Ihall  find  this  hallow'd  cake^, 
With  virtue's  awe  forbear  the  lacred  prize. 
Nor  dare  a  theft  for  love  and  pity's  fake ! 

*  Mr.  Thomfon  refided  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Rich- 
mond feme  time  before  his  death. 

E  3  Thl. 
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This  precious  relick,  form'd  by  magic  power. 

Beneath  the  fhepherd's  haunted  pillow  laid. 
Was  meant  by  love  to  charm  the  filent  hour. 

The  fecret  prefent  of  a  matchlefs  maid. 
The  Cyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  requeii. 

Each  nice  ingredient  chofe  with  happieft  art ; 
Fears,  fighs,  and  wifties  of  th'  enamoured  brealt. 

And  pains  that  pleafe  are  mixt  in  every  part. 

With  rofy  hand  the  fpicy  fruit  fhe  brought. 

From  Paphian  hills,  and  fair  Cytherea*s  iHe  ; 
And  temper'd  fvveet  with  thefe  the  melting  thought^ 

The  kifs  ambrofial,  and  the  yielding  fmile. 
Ambiguous  looks,  that  fcorn  and  yet  relent. 

Denials  mild,  and  firm  unalter'd  truth, 
Relu<5lant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  confenr. 

And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth. 
Sleep,  wayward  God !  hath  fworn,  while  thefe  remain^, 

With  flattering  dreams  to  dry  his  nightly  tear, 
And  chearful  hope,  fo  oft  invok'd  in  vain. 

With  fairy  fongs  fhall  footh  his  penfive  ear. 
If,,  bound  by  vows  to  friendfhip's  gentle  iide. 

And  fond  of  foul,  thou  hop'ft  an  equal  grace. 
If  youth  or  maid  thy  joys  and  griefs  divide, 

O,  much  intreated  leave  this  fatal  place. 

Sweet  Peace,  who  long  hath  Ihunn'd  my  plaintive  day,, 
Confcnts  at  length  to  bring  me  ihort  delight. 

Thy  carelefs  ileps  may  fcare  her  doves  away. 
And  Grief  with  raven  note  ufurp  the  night. 

AN 
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AN  '  * 

ODE 

O    N      T    H    E 

POPULAR  SUPERSTITIONS 

OF       THE 

HIGHLANDS   OF   SCOTLAND^ 

CONSIDERED      AS     THE 

SUBJECT    OF     POETRY. 
Inscribed     to    Mr.  John  Home. 


I. 

HOME,  thou  return '11  from  Thames^  whofe  Naiads 
long 

Have  feen  thee  Imgering  with  a  fond  delay. 

Mid  thofe  fort  friends,  whofe  hearts  fome  future  day. 
Shall  melt,  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  fong*. 
Go,  not  unmindful  of  that  cordial  youth  f 

Whom,  long  endear'd,  thou  leav'it  by  Lavant's  fide; 
Together  let  us  vvilh  him  lalling  truth. 

And  joy  untainted  with  his  delliin'd  bride. 
Go  1  nor  regardlefs,  while  thefe  numbers  boall 

My  fhort-liv'd  blifs,  forget  my  fecial  name  ; 
But  think,  far  off,  how,  on  the  Southern  coall, 

I  met  thy  friendlTiip  with  an  equal  flame ! 

How  truly  did  Collins  predi<5l  Home's  tragic  powers ! 
f  A  Gentleman  of  the  name  of  Barrow,  who  introduced 
Home  to  Collins. 

E  4  Fre.li 
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Frefli  to  that  foil  thou  turn'ft,  where  every  vale 

Shall  prompt  the  poet,  and  his  fong  demand: 
To  thee  thy  copious  fubjects  ne'er  ihall-  fail; 

Thou  need'ft  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand. 
And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial  land, 

IL 
There,  muft  thou  wake  perforce  thy  Doric  quill ; 

'Tis  Fancy's  land  to  which  thou  fett'il  thy  feet ; 

Where  flill,  'tis  faid,  the  Fairy  people  meet, 
Eeneath  each  birken  Ihade,  on  mead  or  hill. 
There,  each  trim  lafs,  that  fKims  the  milky  ftore 

To  the  fwart  tribes,  their  creamy  bowls  alots ; 
By  night  they  fip  it  round  the  cottage -door. 

While  airy  minftrels  warble  jocund  notes. 
There,  every  herd,  by  fad  experience,  knows 

How,  wing'd  with  Fate,  their  elf-lhot  arrows  fly, 
When  the  fick  ewe  her  fummer  food  foregoes. 

Or,  ftretch'd  on  earth,  the  heart-fmit  heifers  lie. 
Such  airy  beings  awe  th'  untutor'd  fwain  : 

Nor  thou,  tho'  learn'd,  his  homelier  thoughts  negleft ;; 
Let  thy  fweet  Mufe  the  rural  faith  fuftain; 

Thefe  are  the  themes  of  fimple,  fure  effeft. 
That  add  new  conquerts  to  her  boundlefs  reign. 

And  fill,  with  double  force,  her  heart-commanding 
ftrain. 

IIL 

Ev'n  yet  preferv'd,  how  often  may 'ft  thou  hear. 
Where  to  the  pole  the  Boreal  mountains  run. 
Taught  by  the  father,  to  his  lillening  fon ; 

Strange  lays,  whofe  power  had  charm'da  Spenfer's  ear. 

At 
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At  every  paufe,  before  thy  mind  pofiell. 

Old  Runic  bards  fhall  feem  to  rife  around. 
With  uncouth  lyres,  in  many-colour 'd  veil. 

Their  matted  hair  \vith  boughs  fantaftic  crownM : 
Whether  thou  bid'ft  the  well-taught  hind  repeat 

il-ie  choral  dirge,  that  mourns  fome  chieftain  brave^ 
When  every  Ihrieking  maid  her  bofom  beat. 

And  ilrew'd  with  choicell  herbs  his  fcented  grave  j 
Or  whether,  fitting  in  the  lliepherd's  fhiel  *, 

Thou  hear'll  fome  founding  tale  of  war's  alarms; 
When  at  the  bugle's  call,  with  fire  and  fteel, 

']'he  ilurdy  clans  pour'd  forth  their  brawny  fwarms, 
.'\nd  hoilile  brothers  met,  to  prove  each  other's  arms. 

IV. 
Tis  thine  to  fing,  how,  framing  hideous  fpells;^ 

in  Sky's  lone  ille,  the  gifted  wizzard-feer, 

Lodg'd  in  the  wintery  cave  with  Fate's  fell  fpear. 
Or  in  the  depth  of  Uili's  dark  forell  dwells : 

How  they,  whofe  fight  fuch  dreary  dreams  engrofs^- 
With  tb*eir  own  vifion  oft  allonifh'd  droop> 

When,  o'er  the  watr)'^  ftrath,  or  quaggy  mofs. 
They  fee  the  gliding  ghofts  unbodied  troop. 

Or,  if  in  fports,  or  on  the  fellive  green. 
Their  deilin'd  glance  fome  fated  youth  defcry. 

Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lufty  vigour  feen. 
And  rofy  health,  fhall  foon  lamented  die.. 

•  A  fummer  hut,  built  in  the  high  part  of  tl\e  mountamr, 
to  tend  their  flocks  in  the  warm  feafon,  when  the  pailure  i» 
fine. 

For 
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For  them  the  viewlefs  forms  of  air  obey  ; 
Their  bidding  heed,  and  at  their  beck  repair. 

They  know  what  fpirit  brews  the  ftormful  day. 
And  heartlefs,  oft  like  moody  madnefs,  ilare 

To  fee  the  phantom  train  their  fecret  work  prepare,. 
V. 
To  monarchs  dear  *,  fome  hundred  miles  altray. 

Oft  have  they  feen  Fate  give  the  fatal  blow ! 

The  Seer,  in  Sky,  fnriek'd  as  the  blood  did  flow^ 
When  headle-fs  Charles  warm  on  the  fcaifold  lay  ! 

A& 

*  By  the  public  prints  we  are  informed,  that  a  Scotch 
clergyman  lately  difcovered  Coilins's  rude  draught  of  this 
poem.  It  is  however  fald  to  be  very  imperfetSl.  The  Vth 
itanza,  and  the  half  of  the  Vlth,  fay  thofe  prints,  being 
deficient,  has  been  fupplied  by  Mr.  Mackenzie  ;  whofe  lines 
are  here  annexed,  for  the  purpofe  of  comparifon,  and  to  do 
juftice  to  the  elegant  author  of  the  Man  of  Feeling. 

«  Or  on  fome  bellying  rock  that  Ihadcs  the  deep, 
**  They  view  the  lurid  figns  that  crofs  the  fity, 
**  Where  in  the  weft,  tlie  brooding  terapefts  lie;  . 

**  And  hear  their  firll,  faint,  rullling  pennons  fweep.    • 

**  Or  in  the  arched  cave,  where  deep  afid  dark 
*'  The  broad,  unbroken  billows  heave  and  fwell, 

*•  In  horrid  mufings  rapt,  they  lit  to  mark 
**  The  lab'rlng  moon;  or  lift  the  nightly  yell 

«*•  Of  that  dread  fpirit,  whofe  gigantic  form 
"  The  feer's  entranced  eye  can  well  furvey, 

<*  Through- the  dim  air  who  guides  the  driving  fl:orm> 
*'  And  points-  the  wretched  bark  Its  deftln'd  prey. 

«  Or  him  who  hovers  on  his  flagging  wing, 

«  O'er 
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As  Boreas  threw  his  young  Aurora  *  forth. 

In  the  firft  year  of  the  firll  George's  reign. 
And  battles  rag'd  in  welkin  of  the  North, 

They  mourn'd  in  air,  fellj  fell  Rebellion  flain  1 
And  as,  of  late,  they  joy'd  in  Prefton's  fight. 

Saw  at  fad  Falkirk,  all  their  hopes  near  crown'd  ! 
They  rav'd  1  divining,  thro'  their  Second  Sight  f , 

Pale,  red  Culloden,  where  thefe  hopes  were  drown'd  I 
Tiluflrious  William  %  '•   Britain's  guardian  name  ! 

One  William  fav'd  us  from  a  tyrant's  Ilroke; 
He,  for  a  fceptre,  gain'd  heroic  fame. 

But  thou,  more  glorious,  ilavery's  chain  hail  broke. 
To  reign  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  Freedom's  yoke  1 

**  O'er  the  dire  whirlpool,  that,  in  ocean's  wafte, 
»*  Draws  inftant  down  whatever  devoted  thing 

*'  The  falling  breeze  within  its  reach  hathplac'd — 
•»  The  dillant  feaman  hears,  and  flies  with  trembling  hade* 

*'  Oi",  if  on  land  the  fiend  exerts  his  fway, 
'*  Silent  he  broods  o'er  quickfand,  bog  or  fen, 

"  Far  from  the  fhelterlng  roof  and  haunts  of  men, 
**  When  witched  darknefs  fhuts  the  eye  of  day, 

**  And  fhrouds  each  flar  that  wont  to  cheer  the  night  j- 
**  Or,  if  the  drifted  fnow  perplex  the  way, 

"  With  treacherous  gleam  he  lures  the  fated  wight> 
*'  And  leads  him  floundering  on  and  quite  aftray.'' 
*  By  young  Aurora,  Collins  undoubtedly  meant  the  firft 
appearance  of  the  northern  lights,  which  happened  about 
the  year  1715  ;  at  lead,  it  is  moft  highly  probable  from  this' 
peculiar  circumltance,  that  no  ancient  writer  whatever  has 
taken  any  notice  of  them,  nor  even  any  one  modern,  pre- 
vious to  the  above  period. 

t  Second  fight  is  the  terra  that  Is  ufed  for  the  divinatioiL 
of  the  Highlanders. 

X  The  late  Duke  of  Cumberland^  who  defeated  the  Pre- 
tender at  the  battle  of  Culloden.  VI.  Thefe 
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Thefe,  too,  thou'lt  fing !   for  well  thy  magic  Mufe 

Can  to  the  topmoft  heaven  of  grandeur  foar ; 

Or  ftoop  to  wail  the  fwain  that  is  no  more  ! 
Ah,  homely  fwains  1  your  homeward  fteps  ne'er  loofe;. 

Let  not  dank  Will  *  miflead  you  to  the  heath : 
Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  lake. 

He  glows,  to  draw  you  downward  to  your  death. 
In  his  bewitch'd,  low,  marfhy,  willow  brake  ! 
What  though  far  off,  from  fome  dark  dell  efpied. 

His  glimmering  mazes  chear  th'  excurfive  fight. 
Yet  turn,  ye  wanderers,  turn  your  Heps  afide. 

Nor  truft  the  guidance  of  that  fiithlefs  light ; 
For  watchful^  lurking,  'mid  th'  unruilling  reed^ 

At  thofe  mirk  hours  the  wily  moniler  lies. 
And  lillens  oft  to  hear  the  pafling  ileed. 

And  frequent  round  him  rolls  his  fallen  eyes. 
If  chance  his   favage  wrath  may   fome  weak  wretch 
furprize. 

VII. 

Ah,  lucklefs  fwain,  o'er  all  unbleft,  indeed ! 

Whom  late  bewiider'd  in  the  dank,  dark  fen. 

Far  from  his  flocks,  and  fmoaking  hamlet,  then  1 
To  that  fad  fpot  where  hums  the  fedgy  weed  : 

On  him,  enrag'd,.  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood. 
Shall  never  look  with  pity's  kind  concern. 

But  inftant,  furious,  raife  the  whelming  flood 
O'er  its  drown'd  banks,  forbidding  all  return  ! 

*  A  fiery  meteor,  called  by  various  names,  fuch  as  Will 
wkh  the  Wifp,  Jack  with  the  Lanthorn,  &c.  It  hovers  in 
the  air  over  marlhy  and  fenny  places. 

Or, 
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Or,  if  he  meditate  his  wifh'd  efcape, 
'To  fome  dim  hill  that  Teems  uprifmg  near. 

To  his  faint  eye,  the  grim  and  grifly  fhape. 
In  all  its  terrors  clad,  fhall  wild  appear. 

Meantime  the  watery  furge  Ihall  round  him  rife, 
Pour'd  fudden  forth  from  every  fwelling  fource  ! 

What  now  remains  but  tears  and  hopelefs  fighs  ? 
His  fear-ihook  limbs  have  loll  their  youthly  force. 
And  down  the  waves  he  floats,  a  pale  and  breathlefs 
corfe  ' 

VIII. 

For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  wife  fhall  wait. 

Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way ; 
For  him  in  vain  at  to-fall  of  the  day. 

His  babes  fhall  linger  at  th*  unclofmg  gate  ! 
Ah,  ne'er  ihall  he  return  !  Alone,  if  night. 

Her  travel'd  limbs  in  broken  {lumbers  lleep  ! 
With  drooping  willows  dreft,  his  mournful  fprite 

Shall  vifit  fad,  perchance,  her  filent  fleep : 
Then  he,  perhaps,  with  moill:  and  watery  hand. 

Shall  fondly  feem  to  prefs  her  fhuddering  cheek. 
And  with  his  blue-fwoln  face  before  her  ftand, 

And,  Ihivering  cold,  thefe  piteous  accents  fpeak: 
"  Purfue,  dear  wife,  thy  daily  toils,  purfue, 

*'  At  dawn  or  dufK,  induftrious  as  before ; 
*'  Nor  e'er  of  me  one  helplefs  thought  renew, 

♦'  While  I  lie  weltering  on  the  ozier'd  Ihore, 
"  Drown'd  by  the  Kelpie's  *  wrath,  nor  e'er  Ihall  aid 
thee  more  1'* 

*  The  watei-  fiend. 

IX.  Un. 


62    Ode  ON  the  popular  Superstitions 

IX. 

Unbounded  is  thy  range ;  with  varied  fkill 

Thy  Mufe  may,  like  thofe  feathery  tribes  which  fpring 

From  their  rude  rocks,  extend  her  fkirting  wing 
Roiind  the  moift  marge  of  each  cold  Hebrid  ifle. 

To  that  hoar  pile  *  which  ftill  its  ruin  fhows : 
In  whofe  fmall  vaults  a  pigmy-folk  is  found, 

Whofe  bones  the  delver  with  his  fpade  upthrows. 
And  culls  them,  wondering,  from  the  hallow'd  ground ! 
Or  thither  f ,  where  beneath  the  ihow'ry  weft. 

The  mighty  kings  of  three  fair  realms  are  laid  : 
Once  foes,  perhaps,  together  now  they  reft, 

No  ilaves  revere  them,  and  no  wars  invade  : 
Yet  frequent  now,  at  midnight  folemn  hour. 

The  rifted  mounds  their  yawning  cells  unfold. 
And  forth  the  Monarchs  ftalk  with  fovereign  power. 

In  pageant  robes ;  and,  wreath'd  with  fheeny  gold. 
And  on  their  twilight  tombs  aerial  council  hold. 

X. 
.But,  oh,  o'ei-  all,  forget  not  Kilda's  race. 

On  whofe  bleak  rocks,  which  brave  the  wafting  tides. 

Fair  Nature's  daughter.  Virtue,  yet  abides. 
Go !  juft,  as  they,  their  blamelefs  manners  trace  ! 

*  One  of  the  Hebrides  is  called  The  lile  of  Pigmies ; 
where  it  is  reported,  that  feveral  miniature  bones  of  the 
human  fpecies  have  been  dug  up  in  the  ruins  of  a  chapel 
there. 

t  Icolmklll,  one  of  the  Hebrides,    where  near  fixty  of] 
the  ancient  Scottifh,  Irifh,  and  Norwegian  kings  are  interred* 

Then 
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Then  to  my  ear  tranfmit  fome  gentle  fong, 
'Of  thofe  whofe  lives  are  yet  fincere  and  plain. 

Their  bounded  walks  the  rugged  cliifs  along. 
And  all  their  profpeft  bat  the  wintery  main. 

•  With  fparing  temperance  at  the  needful  time. 
They  drain  the  fcented  fpring  ;  or,  hunger-prell;. 

Along  th'  Atlantic  rock,  undreading,  climb. 
And  of  its  eggs  defpoil  the  Solan's  *  neft. 

Thug,  bleft  in  primal  innocence  they  live, 
Suffic'd,  and  happy  with  that  frugal  fare 
,  Which  tafteful  toil  and  hourly  danger  give. 
Hard  is  their  fhallow  foil,  and  bleak  and  bare  ; 

Nor  ever  vernal  bee  was  heard  to  murmur  there ! 
.      XI. 
Nor  need'll  thou  bluili  that  fuch  falfe  themes  engage 

Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fairer  ftores  pofleft; 

For  not  alone  they  touch  the  village  breaft. 
But  fill'd  in  elder  time,  th'  hiftoric  page. 

There,  Shakefpeare's  felf,  with  ev'ry  garland  crown'd. 
Flew  to  thofe  fairy  climes  his  fancy  Iheen, 

In  mufmg  hour  ;  his  wayward  fillers  found. 
And  with  their  terrors  drell  the  magic  fcene. 

From  them  he  fung,  when,  'mid  his  bold  defign. 
Before  the  Scot,  afhicled,  and  aghaft  ! 

The  Ihadowy  kings  of  Banquo*s  fated  line. 
Thro'  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  paft. 

*  An  aquatic  bh*d  like  a  goofe,  on  the  eggs  of  wluch  the 
inhabitants  of  St.  Kilda,  another  of  the  Hebrides,  chiefly 
fubfift. 

Proceed  ! 
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Proceed  !  nor  quit  the  tales  which,  fimply  told. 
Could  once  fo  well  my  anfwerlng  bofom  pierce ; 

Proceed,  in  forceful  founds,  and  colour  bold. 
The  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearfe ; 
To  fuch  adapt  thy  lyre,  and  fuit  thy  powerful  verfe, 

XII. 
In  fcencs  like  thefe,  which,  daring  to  depart 

From  fober  truth,  are  iHll  to  Nature  true. 

And  call  forth  frefli  delight  to  Fancy's  view, 
Th'  heroic  Mufe  employ 'd  her  TafTpV  art  ! 

How  have  I  trembled,  when,  at  Tancred's  ftroke. 
Its  guihing  blood  the  gaping  cyprefs  pour'd  1 

'When  each  live  plant  with  mortal  ac4:ents  fpoke. 
And  the  wild  blall:  upheav'd  the  vanilh'd  fword  ! 

How  have  I  fat,  when  pip'd  the  penfive  wind. 
To  hear  his  harp  by  Britilh  Fairfax  ftrung  ! 

Prevailing  poet !  whofe  undoubting  mind. 
Belie v'd  the  magic  wonders  which  he  fung  ! 

Hence,  at  each  found,  imagination  glows  ! 
Hence,  at  each  piclure,  vivid  life  Harts  here  ! 

Hence  his  warm  lay  with  fofteft  fweetnefs  flows  ! 
Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murmuring,  ftrong  and  clear. 
And  iills  th'  impaflion'd  heart,  and  wins  th'  harmonious 
ear  ! 

XIII. 

All  hail,  ye  fcenes  that  o'er  my  foul  prevail  ! 
Ye  fplendid  friths  and  lakes,  which,  far  away. 
Are  by  fmooth  Annan  *  fill'd,  or  paft'ral  Tay  f , 

Or  Don's  X  romantic  fprings,  at  dillance,  hail ! 

*  t  J  Three  rivers  in  Scotland. 

The 


I 
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The  time  fliall  come,  when  I,  perhaps,  may  tread 

Your  lowly  glens  *,  o'erhung  with  fp reading  broom; 
Or  o*er  your  llretching  heaths,  by  Fancy  led  ; 

Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  awful  gloom ! 
Then  will  I  drefs  once  more  the  faded  bower. 

Where  Jonfon  f  fat  in  Drummond's  claffic  {hade  ; 
I  Or  crop,  from  Tiviotdale,  each  lyric  flower, 
"     And  mourn,  on  Yarrow's  banks,  where  Willy's  laid  ! 
Meantime,  ye  powers  that  on  the  plains  which  bore 

The  cordial  youth,  on  Lothian's  plains  %>  attend  !— 
Where'er  Home  dwells,  on  hill,  or  lowly  moor. 

To  him  I  lofe,  your  kind  proteftion  lend. 
And,  touch'd  with  love  like  mine,  preferve  my  abfent 
friend  ! 

•  Vallies. 

t  Ben  Jonfon  paid  a  vlfit  on  foot,  in  16 19,  to  the  Scotch 
poet  Drummond,  at  his  feat  of  Hawthornden,  within  four 
miles  of  Edinburgh. 

X  Barrow,  it  feems,  was  at  the  Edinburgh  univerilty, 
which  is  in  the  county  of  Lothian: 
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SONG. 

The  Seniments  borrowed  from  Shakespeare. 

V^OUNG  Damon  of  the  vale  is  dead. 

Ye  lowland  hamlets  moan : 
A  dewy  turf  lies  o'er  his  head. 

And  at  his  feet  a  Hone. 
His  fnroud,  which  death's  cold  damps  deftroy. 

Of  fnow-white  tlireads  was  made: 
All  mourn'd  to  fee  fo  fweet  a  boy 

In  earth  for  ever  laid. 
Pale  panfies  o'er  his  corpfe  were  plac'd. 

Which,  pluck'd  before  their  time, 
Bellrew'd  the  boy  like  him  to  walle. 

And  wither  in  their  prime. 
But  will  he  ne'er  return,  whofe  tongue 

Could  tune  the  rural  lay  ? 
Ah,  no  !   his  bell  of  peace  is  rung. 

His  lips  are  cold  as  clay. 

They  bore  him  cut  at  twilight  hour. 

The  youth  who  lov'd  fo  well : 
Ah  me  !  how  many  a  true-love  ihower 

Of  kind  remembrance  fell  I 
Each  maid  was  woe — but  Lucy  chief. 

Her  grief  o'er  all  was  tried. 
Within  his  grave  Ihe  dropp'd  in  grief* 

And  o'er  her  lov'd-one  died. 

OB. 
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OBSERVATIONS 

ON        THE 

ORIENTAL     ECLOGUES. 

'^  H  E  genius  of  the  paflioral,  as  well  as  of  every 
"*•  other  refpedlable  fpecies  of  poetry,  had  its  origin 
'in  the  Eaft,  and  from  thence  was  tranfplanted  by  the 
Mufes  of  Greece  ;  but  whether  from  the  continent  of 
the  lefTer  Afia,  or  from  Egypt,  which,  about  the  sera 
of  the  Grecian  pafloral,  was  the  hofpitable  nurfe  of  let- 
ters, it  is  not  eafy  to  determine.  From  the  fubjeds, 
and  the  manner  of  Theocritus,  one  would  incline  to  the 
latter  opinion,  while  the  hiilory  of  Bicn  is  in  favour  of 
the  former. 

However,  though  it  ihould  ftill  remain  a  doubt 
through  what  channel  the  paftoral  travelled  weflward, 
there  is  not  the  leail  fnadow  of  uncertainty  concerning 
its  oriental  origin. 

In  thofe  ages,  which,  guided  by  facred  chrcnologx', 
from  a  comparative  view  of  time,  we  call  the  early  ages, 
it  appears  from  the  moft  authentic  hiilorians,  that  the 
chiefs  of  the  people  employed  themfelves  in  rural  exer- 
cifes,  and  that  aiironomers  and  legiilators  were  at  the 
fame  time  fhepherds.  Thus  Strabo  informs  us,  that 
the  hiftory  of  the  creation  was  communicated  to  the 
Egyptians  by  a  Chaldean  ihephcrd. 

F  z  From 
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From  thefe  circumftances  it  is  evident  not  only  that 
fuch  fhepherds  were  capable  of  all  the  dignity  and  ele- 
gance peculiar  to  poetry,  but  that  whatever  poetry  they 
attempted  would  be  of  the  paftoral  kind;  would  take  its 
fubjeds  from  thofe  fcenes  of  rural  fimplicity  in  which 
they  were  converfant,  and,  as  it  was  the  offspring  of 
Harmony  and  Nature,  would  employ  the  powers  it  de- 
rived from  the  former  to  celebrate  the  beauty  and  be- 
nevolence of  the  latter. 

Accordingly  we  find  that  the  moft  ancient  poems  treat 
of  agriculture,  aflronomy,  and  other  objedls  within  the 
rural  and  natural  fyftems. 

What  conflitutes  the  difference  between  the  Georgia 
and  the  Paftoral,  is  love  and  the  colloquial  or  dramatic 
form  of  compofition  peculiar  to  the  latter  :  this  form  of 
compofition  is  fometimes  difpenfed  with,  and  love  and 
rural  imagery  alone  are  thought  fafhcient  to  diftinguifli 
the  paftoral.  The  tender  paflion,  however,  feems  to  be 
effential  to  this  fpecies  of  poetry,  and  is  hardly  ever  ex- 
cluded from  thofe  pieces  that  were  intended  to  come  un- 
der this  denomination  :  even  in  thofe  eclogues  of  the 
Amoebean  kind,  whofe  only  purport  is  a  trial  of  Ikill 
between  contending  fhepherds,  love  has  its  ufual  fhare,  |1 
and  the  praifes  of  their  refpeftive  miftreffes  are  the  ge-  ^ 
neral  fubjedls  of  the  competitors. 

It  is  to  be  lamented  that  fcarce  any  oriental  compofi- 
tions  of  this  kind  have  furvived  the  ravages  of  igno- 
rance, tyranny,  and  time  ;  we  cannot  doubt  that  many 
fuch  have  been  extant,  poffibly  as  far  down  as  that  fatal 
period,  never  to  be  mentioned  in  the  world  of  letters 

without 
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without  horror,  when  the  glorious  monuments  of  hu- 
man ingenuity  perilled  in  the  afhes  of  the  Alexandrian 
librar)\ 

Thofe  ingenious  Greeks  whom  we  call  the  parents  of 
pafloral  poetry  were,  probably,  no  more  than  imitators, 
that  derived  their  harmony  from  higher  and  remoter 
fources,  and  kindled  their  poetical  fires  at  thofe  then  un- 
extinguiihed  lamps  which  burned  within  the  tombs  of 
oriental  genius.. 

It  is  evident  that  Homer  has  availed  himfelf  of  thofe 
magnificent  images  and  defcriptions  fo  frequently  to  be 
met  with  in  the  books  of  the  Old  Teilament ;  and  why 
may  not  Theocritus,  Mofchus,  and  Bion,  have  found 
their  archetypes  in  other  eaftern  writers,  whofe.  names 
have  periliied  with  their  works :  yet,  tliough  it  may  not 
be  illiberal  to  admit  fuch  a  fuppofition,  it  would  cer- 
tainly be  invidious  to  conclude,  what  the  malignity  of 
cavillers  alone  could  fuggeil  with  regard  to  Homer,  that 
they  deftroyed  the  fources  from  which  they  borrowed, 
and,  as  it  is  fabled  of  the  young  of  the  pelican,  drained 
their  fupporters  to  death. 

As  the  Septuagmt-tranflation  of  the  Old  TeilamxCnt 
was  performed  at  the  requeft,  and  under  the  patronage, 
of  Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  it  were  not  to  be  wondered  if 
Theocritus,  who  was  entertained  at  that  prince's  court, 
had  borrowed  fome  of  his  pafloral  imagery  from  the 
poetical  palfages  of  thofe  books. — I  think  it  can  hardly 
be  doubted  that  the  Sicilian  poet  had  in  his  eye  certain 
exprefTions  of  the  prophet  Ifaiah,  when  he  wrote  the 
following  lines: 

F  3  Ntv 
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Ntv  ia  fxsv  (poftoili  ^xroij   (po^soilB  o'  axavGai. 
'a  ^e  KuT^oc  votfUKTO-^  lit"  apy.ivQcKTi  x.ojxaaca' 

Let  vexing  brambles  the  blue  violet  bear,, 
On  the  rude  thorn  Narcillus  drefs  his  hair — 
All,  all  re  vers 'd— The  pine  with  pears  be  crown'd;,. 
And  the  bold  deer  ihall  drag  the  trembling  hound. 

The  caufe,  indeed,,  of  thefe  phaenomenais  very  different 
in  the  Greek  from  what  it  is  in  the  Hebrew  poet ;  the 
former  employing  them  on  the  death,  the  latter  on  the 
birth,  of  an  important  perfon  :  but  the  marks  of  imita- 
tion are  neverthelefs  obvious. 

It  might,  however,  be  expefted,  that  if  Theocritus 
had  borrowed  at  all  from  the  facred writers,  the  cele- 
brated Epithalamium  of  Solomon,  fo  much. within  his 
own  walk  of  poetry,,  would  not  certainly  have  efcaped 
his  notice.  His  Epithalamium  on  the  marriage  of  He- 
lena, moreover,  gave  him  an  open  field  for  imitation; 
therefore,  if  he  has  any  obligations  to  the  royal  bard, 
we  may  expeift  to  find  them  there.  The  very  opening 
of  the  poem  is  in  the  fpirit  of  the  Hebrew  fong : 

The  colour  of  imitation  is  Hill  llronger  in  the  following 
palTage : 

Aw?  avEX^ota-a  y.uT^ov  ^le^ocivs /arpaaTrov^ 
.   UoTiia  yy|  are,   >\Bvy.ov  seep  xsi[xsvo<;  avBVToq* 
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This  defcription  of  Helen  is  infinitely  above  the  ft)'le 
and  figure  of  the  Sicilian  paftoral — ''  She  is  like  the 
**  rinng  of  the  golden  morning,  when  the  night  depart- 
**  eth,  and  when  the  winter  is  over  and  gone.  She  re- 
**  fembleth  the  cyprefs  in  the  garden,  the  horfe  in  the 
*'  chariots  of  TheiTaly,"  Thefe  figures  plainly  declare 
their  origin ;  and  others^  equally  imitative,  might  be 
pointed  out  in  the  fame  Idy Ilium. 

This  beautiful  and  luxuriant  marriage  paRoral  of 
Solomon  is  the  only  perfedl  form  of  the  oriental  eclogue 
that  has  furvived  the  ruins  of  tim.e,  a  happinefs  for 
which  it  is,  probably,  more  indebted  to  its  facred  cha- 
racler  than  to  its  intrinfic  merit.  Not  that  it  is  by  any 
means  deftitute  of  poetical  excellence :  like  all  the  eafl- 
ern  poetry,  it  is  bold,  wild,  and  unconnedled  in  its 
figures,  allufions,  and  parts,  and  has  all  that  graceful 
and  magnificent  daring  which  charailerifes  its  meta- 
phorical and  comparative  imagery. 

In  confequence  of  thefe  peculiarities,  fo  ill  adapted 
to  the  frigid  genius  of  the  North,  Mr.  Collins  could 
make  but  little  ufe  of  it  as  a  precedent  for  his  oriental 
eclogues;  and  even  in  his  third  eclogue,  where  the 
fubjeft  is  of  a  fimilar  nature,  he  has  chofen  rather  to 
follow  the  mode  of  the  Doric  and  the  Latin  paftoral. 

The  fcenery  and  fubjeds  then  of  the  following  ec- 
logues alone  are  oriental ;  the  (lyle  and  colouring  are 
purely  European;  and,  for  this  reafon,  the  author's 

F  4  preface, 
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preface,  in  which  he  intimates  that  he  had  the  originals 
from  a  merchant  who  traded  to  the  Eaft,  is  omitted,  as 
being  now  altogether  fuperfluous. 

With  regard  to  the  merit  of  thefe  eclogues,  it  may 
juftly  be  aflerted,  that  in  fimplicity  of  defcription  and 
expreflion,  in  delicacy  and  fcftnefs  of  numbers,  and  in 
natural  and  unafFe6led  tendernefs,  they  are  not  to  be 
equalled  by  any  thing  of  the  pailoral  kind  in  the  Eng- 
lilh  language.  .  . 

ECLOGUE      I. 

THIS  eclogue,  which  is  entitled  Selim,  or  the  Shep- 
herd's Moral,  as  there  is  nothing  dramatic  in  the  fub- 
jedl,  may  be  thought  the  leait  entertaining  of  the  four : 
but  it  is  by  no  means  the  leaft  valuable.  The  moral 
precepts  which  the  intelligent  Ihepherd  delivers  to  his 
fellow-fwains  and  the  virgins,  their  companions,  are 
fuch  as  would  infallibly  promote  the  .lappinefs  of  the 
paftoral  life. 

In  imperfonating  the  private  <^irtues,  the  poet  has 
obferved  great  propriety,  and  has  formed  their  genea- 
logy with  the  moll  perfecl  judgment,  when  he  repre- 
fents  them  as  the  daughters  of  Truth  and  Wifdom. 

The  charafteriftics  of  Modefty  and  Challity  are  ex- 
tremely happy  and  peinture/que  : 

**  Come  thou,  ^cvho/e  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  are 

To  lead  the  train,  fvveet  Modefty  appear;       \^clear. 

With  thee  be  Chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 

Diftrufting  all,  a  wife,  fufpicious  maid; 

Cold 
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Cold  is  her  breafl,  like  fo-ivers  that  drink  the  de^, 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view," 
The  two  fimilies  borrowed  from  rural  objecls  are  not 
only  much  in  charatler,  but  perfedly  natural  and  ex- 
preffive.  There  is,  notwithftanding,  this  defeft  in  the 
former,  that  it  wants  a  peculiar  propriety;  for  purity 
of  thought  may  as  well  be  applied  to  Chaftity  as  to 
Modefty;  and  from  this  inftance,  as  well  as  from  a 
thoufand  more,  we  may  fee  the  neceffity  of  diihnguiih- 
ing,  in  charadl^rilHc  poetry,  every  objed  by  marks  and 
attributes  peculiarly  its  own. 

It  cannot  be  objedled  to  this  eclogue,  that  it  wants 
both  thofe  effential  criteria  of  the  paftoral,  love  and  the 
drama ;  for  though  it  partakes  not  of  the  latter,  the  for- 
mer Hill  retains  an  intereft  in  it,  and  that  too  very  m.a- 
terial,  as  it  profefTedly  cr  xifults  the  virtue  and  happinefi 
of  the  lover,  while  it  informs  what  are  the  oualities 
—  that  mu^  lead  to  love. 

ECLOGUE      XL 

ALL  the  advantages  that  any  fpecies  of  poetry  can 
derive  from,  the  novelty  of  the  fubjecl  and  fcenery,  this 
eclogue  poffeffes.  The  rout  of  a  camel-driver  is  a 
fcene  that  fcarce  could  exifl  in  the  imagination  of  an 
European,  and  of  its  attendant  dillrefies  he  could  have 
no  idea. — Thefe  are  very  happily  and  minutely  paint- 
ed by  our  defcriptive  poet.  What  fublime  fimplicity 
of  expreffion  I  what  nervous  plainnefs  in  the  opening 
of  the  poem ! 

«  In 
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*'  In  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 
The  driver  Hallan  with  his  camels  paft." 
The  magic  pencil  of  the  poet  brings  the  whole  fcene  be- 
fore us  at  once,  as  it  were  by  enchantment,  and  in  this 
fmgle  couplet  we  feel  all  the  efFe6l  that  arifes  from  the 
terrible  wildnefs  of  a  region  unenlivened  bv  the  habi- 
tations of  men.  The  verfes  that  defcribe  fo  minutely 
the  camel-driver's  little  provifions,  have  a  touching  in- 
fluence on  the  imagination,  and  prepare  the  reader  to 
enter  more  feelingly  into  his  future  apprehenfions  of 
dilbefs : 

"  Bethink  thee,  Haffan,  where  fnall  Third  afTuage, 
When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  !" 
It  is  difficult  to  fay  whether  his  apoftrophe  to  the  "  mute 
companions  of  his  toils,"  is  more  to  be  admired  for  the 
elegance  and  beauty  of  the  pceiical  imagery,  or  for  the 
tendernefs  and  humanity  of  the  fentiment.  He  who  can 
read  it  without  being  aftedled,  will  do  liis  heart  no  ir^- 
juilice,  if  he  concludes  it  to  be  deftitute  of  fenfibility : 
"  Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fliare ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away. 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 
Which  plains  more  blefi,  or  verdant  vales  bellow: 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  tallelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around." 
Yet  in  thefe  beautiful  lines  there  is  a  flight  error,  which, 
writers  of  the  greateft  genius  very  frequently  fall  into-^ 
It  will  be  needlefs  to  obferve  to  the  accurate  reader,  that 
m  the  fifth  and  fixth  verfes  there  is  a  verbal  pleonafm 

V  iicre 
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•A'here  the  poet  fpeaks  of  the  green  delights  of  <verdant 
vales.  There  is  an  overfight  of  the  fame  kind  in  the 
Manners,  an  Ode ;  where  the  poet  fays 

«  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore 

In  -Luatchet  weeds " 

This  fault  is  indeed  a  common  one,  but  to  a  reader  of 
talte  it  is  neverthelefs  difguftful ;  aad  it  is  mentioned 
here  as  the  error  of  a  man  of  genius  and  judgment,  that 
men  of  genius  and  judgment  may  guard  againil  it. 

Mr.  Collins  fpeaks  like  a  true  poet,  as  well  in  fenti- 
ment  as  expreilion,  when,  with  regard  to  the  thiril  of 
wealth,  he  fays, 

"  Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafte  along. 
The  gentle  voice  of  peace,  or  pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  m.ountain's  fide. 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride. 
Why  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafmg  to  behold. 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold?" 
But  however  juil  thefe  fentiments  may  appear  to  thofe- 
who  have  not  revolted  from  nature  and  fmiplicity,  had. 
the   author   proclaimed   them   in  Lombard- llreet,.  or 
Cheapfide,  he  would  not  have  been  compiunented  with, 
the  underftanding  of  the  bellman. — A  Ilriking  proof^^. 
that  our  own  particular  ideas  of  happinefs  regulate  our 
opirdons  concerning  the  fenfe  and  wifdom  of  others ! 

It  is  impoifible  to  take  leave  of  this   moil  beautiful 
eclogue,  without  paying  the  tribute  of  admiration  io 
juftly  due  to  the  following  nervous  lines. 
"  What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet  1  — 
Oft  in  the  dull  I  view  his  printed  feet: 

And, 
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And,  fearful !  oft,  when  day's  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night. 
By  hunger  rouz'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain. 
Gaunt  wolves  and  fullen  tigers  in  his  train  : 
Before  them  death  with  fhrieks  direfts  their  way. 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey." 
This,  amongft  many  other  pafTages  to  be  met  with  in 
the  writings  of  Collins,  Ihews  that  his  genius  was  per- 
fe<ftly  capable  of  the  grand  and  magnificent  in  defcrip- 
tion,  notwithftanding  what  a   learned  writer  has  ad- 
vanced to  the  contrary.     Nothing,  certainly,  could  be 
more  greatly  conceived,  or  more  adequately  exprefTed, 
than  the  image  in  the  lafi  couplet. 

That  deception,  fometimes  ufed  in  rhetoric  and  po- 
etry, which  prefents  us  with  an  obje6l  or  fentiment 
contrary  to  what  we  expefted,  is  here  introduced  to 
the  greatefl:  advantage : 

"  Farewel  the  youth,  whom  fighs  could  not  detain. 
Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain  ! 
Yet,  as  thou  go 'ft,  may  every  blaft  arife 
Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejedled  fighs !" 
But  this,  perhaps,  is  rather  an  artificial  prettinefs,  than 
a  real,  or  natural  beauty. 

ECLOGUE      HI. 

THAT  innocent  and  native  fimplicity  of  manners, 
vvhich,  in  the  firft  eclogue,  was  allowed  to  conftitute 
the  happinefs  of  love,  is  here  beautifully  defcribed  in  its 
effeds.  The  fultan  of  Perfia  marries  a  Georgian  ihep- 

herdefs. 
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herdefs,  and  finds  in  her  embraces  that  genuine  felicitv 
which  unperverted  nature  alone  can  bellow.  The  moll 
natural  and  beautiful  parts  of  this  eclogue  are  thofe 
where  the  fair  fultana  refers  with  fo  much  pleafure  to 
her  paftoral  amufements,  and  thofe  fcenes  of  happy  in- 
nocence in  which  fhe  had  paffed  her  early  years  ;  parti- 
cularly when,  upon  her  firil  departure, 

"  Oft  as  fne  went,  ihe  backward  turn'd  her  view. 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu." 
Tins  picture  of  amiable  fimplicity  reminds  one  of  that 
palTage,  where  Proferpine,  when  carried  off  by  Pluto, 
regrets  the  lofs  of  the  flowers  Ihe  has  been  gathering. 
"  Collecli  flores  tunicis  cecidere  remilhs : 
Tantaque  fimplicitas  puerilibus  adfuit  annis, 
Hsc  quoque  virgineum  movit  jaftura  dolorem." 

ECLOGUE      IV, 

THE  beautiful,  but  unfortunate  country,  where  the 
fcene  of  this  pathetic  eclogue  is  laid,  had  been  recently 
torn  in  pieces  by  the  depredations  of  its  favage  neigh- 
bours, when  Mr.  Collins  fo  affeftedly  defcribed  its  mif- 
fortunes.  This  ingenious  man  had  not  only  a  pencil  to 
pourtray,  but  a  heart  to  feel  for  the  miferies  of  man- 
kind, and  it  is  with  the  utmoll  tendernefs  and  humanity 
he  enters  into  the  narrative  of  Circaffia's  ruin,  while  he 
realizes  the  fcene,  and  brings  the  prefent  drama  before 
us.  Of  every  circumftance  that  could  pofubly  contii- 
bute  to  the  tender  effect  this  paftoral  was  defigned  to 
produce,  the  poet  has  availed  himfelf  with  the  utmoll 

art 
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art  and  addrefs.  Thus  he  prepares  the  heart  to  pity  the 
diitreiTes  of  Circaflia,  by  reprefenting  it  as  the  fcene  of 
the  happieft  love. 

'*  In  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd. 
Each  fwain  was  bleft,  for  every  maid  was  kind.'* 
To  give  the  circumilances  of  the  dialogue  a  more  af- 
feding  folemnity,  he  makes  the  time  midnight,  and  de- 
fcribes  the  two  fhepherds  in  the  very  aft  of  flight  from 
the  dellrudlion  that  fwept  over  their  country  : 

"  Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  {hepherds  fled. 

Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  forrow  led:'* 

There  is  a  beauty  and  propriety  in  the  epithet  'wilder^ 

ij2gy  which  ftrikes  us  more  forcibly,  the  more  we  con- 

ifider  it. 

The  opening  of  the  dialogue  is  equally  happy,  natu- 
ral, and  unafFefted;  when  one  of  the  fhepherds,  weary 
and  overcome  with  the  fatigue  of  flight,  calls  upon  his 
companion  to  review  the  length  of  way  they  had  paifed. 
This  is,  certainly,  painting  from  nature,  and  the 
thoughts,  however  obvious,  or  deftitute  of  refinement, 
are  perfedly  in  charafter.  But,  as  the  clofell  purfuit 
of  nature  is  the  fureft  way  to  excellence  in  general,  and 
to  fublimity  in  particular,  in  poetical  defcription,  fo  we 
find  that  this  fimple  fuggelHon  of  the  fliepherd  is  not 
unattended  with  magnificence.  There  is  grandeur  and 
variety  in  the  landfkip  he  defcribes : 

**  And  firft  review  that  long-extended  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  pall  with  pain ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  try'd  I 
And  laft  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  I'* 

There 
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There  is,  in  imitative  harmony,  an  aft  of  expreffing  a 
flow  and  difficult  movement  by  adding  to  the  iifual 
number  of  paufes  in  a  verfe.  This  is  obfervable  in  the 
line  that  defcribes  the  afcent  of  the  mountain: 

And  lait  [j  this  lofty  mountain's  ||  weary  fide  1|. 
Here  we  find  the  number  of  paufes,  or  mufical  bars, 
which,  in  an  heroic  verfe,  is  commonly  two,  increafed 
to  three. 

The  liquid  melody,  and  the  numerous  fvveetnefs  of 
■exprelTion  in  the  following  defcriptive  lines  is  almoft  in- 
imitably beautiful : 

«  Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabran's  flowery  plain. 
And  once  by  nymphs  and  fhepherds  lov'd  in  vaint 
No  more  the  virgins  (hall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  fhady  gro\'^ 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale. 
Or  breathe  the  f.veets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale." 
Keverthelefs  in  this  delightful  landjkip  there  is  an  ob- 
vious fault :  there  is  no  diitindion  between  the  plain  of 
Zabran,  and  the  vale  of  Aly  :  they  are  both  flowery, 
^nd  confequently  undiverfined.     This  could  net  pro- 
ceed from  the  poet's  want  of  judgement,  but  from  iiiat- 
tention :  it  had  not  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  em- 
ployed the  epkhetya-Tuery  twice  witiiin  fo  fhort  a  com- 
pafs ;  an  overiight  which  thofe  who  are  accurtomed  to 
poetical,  or,  indeed,  to  any  other  fpecies  of  compofi- 
tion,  know  to  be  very  polfible. 

Nothing  can  be  more  beautifally  conceived,  or  more 
pathetically  exprefl'ed;  than  the  fliepherd's  apprehenfions 

for 
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for  his  fair  country-women,  expofed  to  the  ravages  of 
the  invaders. 

"  In  vain  Circaflia  boafts  herfpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves : 
In  vain  fhe  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair. 
Their  eyes'  blue  languilh,  and  their  golden  hair ! 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  Ihall  fend; 
Thofe  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  Ihall  rend." 
There  is,  certainly,  fome  very  powerful  charm  in  the 
liquid  melody  of  founds.     The  editor  of  thefe  poems 
could  never  read  or  hear  the  following  verfe  repeated, 
without  a  degree  of  pleafure  othervvife  entirely  unac- 
countable : 

'*  Their  eyes'  blue  languijhy  and  their  golden  hah-y 
iSuch  are  the  Oriental  Eclogues,  which  we  leave  with 
the  fame  kind  of  anxious  pleafure,  we  feel  upon  a  tem- 
porary parting  with  a  beloved  friend. 


OBSERVATIONS 

ON       THE 

O  D  E  S, 

DESCRIPTIVE  AND  ALLEGORICAL. 

THE  genius  of  Collins  was  capable  of  every  degree 
of  excellence  in  lyric  poetry,  and  perfectly  quali- 
fied for  that  high  province  of  the  Mufe.  Poffefled  of  a 
native  ear  for  all  the  varieties  of  harmony  and  modula- 
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■on,  fufceptible  of  the  fineft  feelings  of  tejidernefs  and 
jmanity,  but,  above  all,  carried  away  by  that  high 
cnthufiafm,  which  gives  to  imagination  its  llrongeft  co- 
louring, he  was,  at  once,  capable  of  Toothing  the  ear 
with  the  melody  of  his  numbers,  of  influencing  the 
paffions  by  the  force  of  his  p-athos,  and  of  gratifying 
the  fancy  by  the  luxury  of  his  defcription. 

In  confequence  of  thefe  powers,  but,  more  particu- 
larly, in  confideration  of  the  laft,  he  chofe  fuch  fubjev^s 
for  his  lyric  eifays  as  were  moil:  favourable  for  the  in- 
dulgence of  defcription  and  allegory;  where  he  could 
exercife  his  powers  in  moral  and  perfonal  painting; 
where  he  could  exert  his  invention  in  conferring  attri- 
butes on  images  or  objeds  already  new  known,  and  de- 
fcribed  by  a  determinate  number  of  charaderilHcs ; 
where  he  might  give  an  uncommon  eclat  to  his  figures, 
by  placing  them  in  happier  attitudes,  or  in  more  ad- 
vantageous lights,  and  introduce  new  forms  from  the 
moral  and  intelledual  world  into  the  fociety  of  imper- 
fonated  beings. 

Such,  no  doubt,  were  the  privileges  which  the  poet 
expected,  and  fuch  were  the  advantages  he  derived  from, 
the  defcriptive  and  allegorical  nature  of  his  themes. 

It  feems  to  have  been  the  whole  induftry  of  our  au- 
thor (and  it  is,  at  the  fame  time,  almoft  all  the  claim  to 
moral  excellence  his  writings  can  boaft)  to  promote  the 
influence  of  the  focial  virtues,  by  painting  them  in  the 
faireft  and  happiefl  lights. 

"  Melior  fieri  tuendo," 
Vol.  LVIII.  G  wouII 
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would  be  no  irapropej-  motto  to  his  poeois  iii  general, ' 
"but  of  his  lyric  poems  it  feems  to  be  the  whole  moral 
tendency  and  effett.  If,  therefore,  it  flioiild  appear  to 
fome  readers  that  he  has  been  more  induitrious  to  culti- 
vate defcription  than  fentiment;  it  may  be  obferved, 
that  his  defcriptions  themfelves  are  fentimental,  and  an- 
ivver  the  whole  end  of  that  fpecies  of  writing,  by  em- 
beilifhing  every  feature  of  virtue,  and  by  conveying, 
through  the  effeds  of  the  pencil,  the  finefl  moral  leiTons  ' 
to  the  mind. 

Horace  fpeaks  of  the  fide^ty  of  the  ear  in  preference 
to  the  uncertainty  of  the  eye ;  but  if  the  mind  receives 
convidion,  it  is,  certainly,  of  very  little  importance 
through  what  medium,  or  by  which  of  the  fenfes,  it  is 
conveyed.  The  imprellions  left  on  the  imagination 
may,  poffibly,  be  thought  lefs  durable  than  the  depolits 
of  memory,  but  it  may  very  well  admit  of  a  queftion, 
whether  a  conclufion  of  reafon,  or  an  impreffion  of 
imagination,  will  fooneil  make  its  way  to  the  heart.  A 
moral  precept,  conveyed  in  words,  is  only  an  account 
of  truth  in  its  eiFeds ;  a  moral  pidure  is  truth  exem- 
pUfied;  and  which  is  moft  likely  to  gain  upon  the  af- 
fedions,  it  may  not  be  difficult  to  determine. 

This,  however,  mull  be  allowed,  that  thofe  works 
approach  the  neareft  to  perfedion  which  unite  thefe ' 
powers  and  advantages;  which  at  once  influence  the 
imagination,  and  engage  the  memory ;  the  former  by 
the  force  of  animated  and  flriking  defcription,  the  latter 
by  a  brief,  but  harmonious  conveyance  of  precept: 
thus,  while  the  heart  is  influenced  through  the  opera- 
tion 
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tion  of  the  paflions,  or  the  fancy,  the  eifefl,  which 
might  othervvife  have  been  tranfient,  is  fecured  by  the 
co-operating  power  of  the  memory,  which  treafures  up 
in  a  Ihort  aphorifm  tlie  moral  fcene. 

This  is  a  good  reafon,  and  this,  perhaps,  is  the  only 
reafon  that  can  be  given,  why  our  dramatic  perform- 
ances ihould  generally  end  with  a  chain  of  couplets.  In 
thefe  the  moral  of  the  whole  piece  is  ufually  conveyed; 
and  that  alTiftance  which  the  memory  borrou's  from 
rhyme,  as  it  was  probably  the  original  caufe  of  it, 
gives  it  ufefulnefs  and  propriety  even  there. 

After  thefe  apologies  for  the  defcripti^ue  turn  of  the 
follo'.ving  odes,  fomething  remains  to  be  faid  on  the 
origin  and  ufe  of  allegcry  in  poetical  compofition. 

B)'"this  we  are  not  to  underftand  the  trope  in  the 
fchools,  which  is  defined  *-'  aliud  verbis,  aliud  fenfu  of- 
"  tendere,"  and  of  which  Quintilian  fays,  "  ufus  eft, 
«  ut  triftia  dicamus  melioribus  verbis,  aut  bon^  rei 
"  qusdam  contrariis  fignificemus,  &c."  It  is  not  the 
verbal,  but  the  fentimental  allegory,  not  allegorical 
expreffion  (which,  indeed,  might  come  under  the  term 
of  metaphor)  but  allegorical  imagery,  that  is  here  in 
queftion. 

When  wecndeavour  to  trace  this  fpeciesof  figurative 
fentiment  to  its  origin,  we  find  it  coeval  with  literature 
xtfelf.  It  is  generally  agreed  that  the  moll  ancient  pro- 
ducHons  are  poetical,  and  it  is  certain  that  the  moll 
ancient  poems  abound  with  allegorical  imagery. 

If,  then,  it  be  allowed  that  the  firfl  literary  produc- 

G  2  tions 
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tious  were  poetical,  we  fhall  have  little  or  no  difficulty 
in  dlfcovering  the  orgin  of  allegory. 

At  the  birth  of  letters,  in  the  tranfition  from  hiero- 
glyphical  to  literal  expreflion,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered 
if  the  cuftom  of  exprefling  ideas  by  perfonal  images, 
which  had  fo  long  prevailed,  fhould  Itill  retain  its  influ- 
ence on  the  mind,  though  the  ufe  of  letters  had  render- 
ed the  praftical  application  of  it  fuperfluous.  Thofe 
who  had  been  accullomed  to  exprefs  ilrength  by  the 
image  of  an  elephant,  fwiftnefs  by  that  of  a  panther, 
and  courage  by  that  of  a  lion,  would  make  no  fcruple 
of  fublHtuting,  in  letters,  the  fymbols  for  the  ideas  they 
had  been  ufed  to  reprefent. 

Here  we  plainly  fee  the  origin  o^ allegorical  expreffion, 
that  it  arofe  from  the  affjes  of  hieroglyphics ;  and  if  to 
the  fame  caufe  we  ftiould  refer  that  figurative  boldnefs 
of  flyle  and  imagery  which  diilinguifn  the  oriental  writ- 
ings, we  Ihall,  perhaps,  conclude  more  juflly  than  if 
we  fhould  impute  it  to  the  fuperior  grandeur  of  eailern 
genius. 

Prom  the  feme  fource  with  the  -verbal,  we  are  to  de- 
rive the  fentimental  allegory,  which  is  nothing  more 
than  a  continuation  of  the  metaphorical  or  fymbolical 
cxprefTion  of  the  feveral  agents  in  an  adion,  or  the  dif- 
ferent objeds  in  a  fcene.  • 

The  latter  moll  peculiarly  comes  under  the  denomi- 
nation  of  allegorical  imagery ;  and  in  this  fpecies  of  al- 
legory we  include  the  imperfonation  of  paffions,  affec-j 
tions,    virtues  and  vices,    &c.  on  account  of  which,) 

princi- 


COLLINSES     POEMS.  85 

•anci'pally,  the  following  odes  were  properly  termed  by 

^eir  author,  allegorical. 
With  refped  to  the  utility  of  this  figurative  writing, 

.e  fame  arguments  that  have  been  advanced  in  favour 

:  defcriptive  poetry,  will  be  of  weight  likewife  here. 
It  is,  indeed,  from  imperfonation,  or,  as  it  is  com- 
r-^.only  termed,  perfonitication,  that  poetical  defcription 
tv:!rrows  its  chief  powers  and  graces.  Without  the  aid 
of  this,  moral  and  intelledual  painting  would  be  flat 
and  unanimated,  and  even  the  fcenery  of  material  ob- 
jetts  would  be  dull  without  the  introdudlion  of  fliflitious 
life. 

Thefe  cbfervations  will  be  moil  effeftually  Uluftrated 
by  the  fublime  and  beautiful  odes-  that  occafioned  them^ 
in  thofe  it  will  appear  how  happily  this  allegorical  paint- 
ing may  be  executed  by  the  genuine  powers  of  poetical 
genius,  and  they  will  net  fail  to  prove  its  force  and  uti- 
lity by  paiTmg  through  the  imagination  to  the  hearc»^ 

ODE    TO    PITY* 

**  By  Fella's  Bard;^  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame^ 

Pveceive  my  humble  rite  : 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  fky-worn  robes  of  tendered  blue^*. 
And  eyes  of  dewy  light !" 
The  propriety  of  invoking  Pity  through  the  mediation 
of  Euripides  is  obvious. — That  admirable  poet  had  the 
keys  of  all  the  tender  paflions,  and,  therefore,  could 

G  y  aat 
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not  buj  Hand  in  t;|ie  highefl  (Eljeem  \yith  a  writer  of  Mr, 
Collins's  fenfibility.— He  did,  indeed,  adniire  him  as 
much  as  Milton  profefTedly  did,  and  probably  for  the 
fame"  reafon ;  but  vye  do  not  find  that  he  has  copied  him 
fo  clofely  as  the  laft  mentioned  poet  has  fometimes  done, 
and  particularly  in  the  opening  of  Samjon-Agoniftes, 
which  is  an  evident  imitation  of  the  following  paflage 
in  the  PhceniiTaj, 

0^8:t?vjM.o?  n  (7Vy  yxvourxiCi'j  a<r^ov  uic; 

n^^Ca/j/c. ^—  Aa.  III.  Sc.  L 

The  "  eyes  of  dewy  light'^  is  -one  of  the  happieil 
ilrok.es  of  imagination,, and  may  be  ranked  among  thofe 
expreiTions  which    • 

'<■  — give  us  back  the  image  of  the  mind,'* 

"  Wild  Arun  too  has  heard  thy  ilrains. 

And  Echo,  'mAdft  my  native  plains. 
Been  footh'd  with  Pity's  lute." 

"  There  firft  the-  wren  thy  myrtles  fhed 

On  gentle  ft  Otway's  infant  head." 
SufTex,  in  which  county  the  Arun  is  a  fmall  rlver^  had 
the  honour  of  giving  birth  to  Otway  as  well  as  to  Col- 
lins:  both  the fe  poets,  unhappily,  became  the  objefts 
of  that  pity  by  which  their  writings  are  diftinguifhed. 
There  was  a  fimilitude  in  their  genius  and  in  their  fuf- 
fe rings.  There  was  a  refemblance  in  the  misfortunes 
and  in  the  diffipation  of  their  lives;  and  the  circumftan- 
ces  cf  their  death  cannot  be  remembered  without  pain. 

The 
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The  thought  of  painting  in  the  temple  of  Pity  the  Kif- 
£ory  of  human  misfortunes,  and  of  drawing  the  fcenes 
from  the  tragic  Mufe,  is  very  happy,  and  in  every-  re- 
fpetl  worthy  the  imagination  of  Collins* 

ODE      TO      FEAR. 

Mr.  Collins,  who  had  often  determined  to  apply  him- 
felf  to  dramatic  poetry,  feems  here,  with  the  fame 
view,  to  have  addrefied  one  of  the  principal  powers  of 
the  drama,  and  to  implore  that  mighty  influence  fhe 
had  given  to  the  genius  of  Shakefpeare  :. 

"  Hither  again  thy  fury  deal. 

Teach  m.e  but  once  like  him.  to  feel : 

His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 

And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  thee  !'' 
In  conftrudlion  of  this  nervous  ode  the  author  ha:s  fliewrr- 
equal  power  of  judgment  and  imagination.  Nothing 
can  be  more  ilriking  than  the  violent  and  abrupt  abbre- 
viation of  the  meafure  in  the  fifth  and  fixth  verfes,  when 
he  feels  the  ftrong  influence  of  the  power  he  invokes  :- 

**  Ah,  Fear,  ah,  frantic  Fear ! 

I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near  J* 
The  editor  of  thefe  poems  has  met  with  nothing  in  the* 
{ame  fpecies  of  poetry,  either  in  his  own,  or  in  any- 
other  language,  equal,  in  all  refpcdis,  to  the  following 
defcription  of  Danger  : 

"  Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold^,. 

What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold-? 
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Who  llalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form. 

Howling  amidil  the  midnight  ilorm. 

Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 

Of  fome  looie  hanging  rock  to  fleep." 
It  is  impoffible  to  contemplate  the  image  conveyed  iu 
the  two  lall:  verfes  without  thofe  emotions  of  terror  it 
v/as  intended  to  excite.  It  has,  moreover,  the  entire 
advantage  of  novelty  to  recommend  it,  for  there  is  too 
much  originality  in  all  the  circumitances,  to  fuppofe 
that  the  author  had  in  his  eye  that  defcription  of  the 
penal  fituation  of  Catiline  in  the  ninth  ^Eneid  : 

« Te,  Catilina,  minaci 

Pendentem  fcopulo" 
The  archetype  of  the  Engiifl.  poet^s  idea  was  in  nature* 
and  probably  to  her  alone  he  was  indebted  for  the 
thought.  From  her,  likewife,,  he  derived  that  magni- 
ficence of  conception,  that  horrible  grandeur  of  image- 
ry, difplayed  in  the  following  lines  : 

"  And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied. 

O'er  nature's  wounds  and  wrecks  prefide  ; 

While  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air. 

Lifts  her  red  arm,  expos 'd  and  bare: 

On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  fate. 

Who  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  wait." 
That  nutritive  enthuilafm,  which  cherifhes  the  feeds  of 
poetry,  and  which  is,  indeed,  the  only  foil  wherein  they 
will  grow  to  perfedion,.  lays  open  the  mind  to  all  the 
influences  of  hdion.  A  paffion  for  whatever  is  greatly 
wild,  or  magnificent  in  the  works  of  nature,  feduces  the 
imagination  tc  attend  to  all  that  is  extravagant,  however 

\mna- 
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.tinatural.  Milton  was  notoriouily  fond  of  high  to- 
■nance  and  Gothic  diableries ;  and  Collins,  who  in  ge- 
uius  and  enthufiafm  bore  no  very  diitant  refemblance  to 
Milton^,  was  wholly  carried  away  by  the  fame  attach- 
jTients. 

"  Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old, 
V/hich  thy  awakening  bards  have  told  • 
And,  leil  thou  meet  my  blaited  view, 
Hold  each  ftrange  tale  devoutly  true." 
**  On  that  thrice  hallow'd  eve,  &c." 
There  is  an  old  traditionary  fuperftition,  that  on  Sr. 
Mark's  eve  the  forms  of  all  fuch  perfons  as  fliall  die 
.vithin  the  enfuing  year,  make  their  folemn  entry  into- 
the  churches  of  their  refpedive  pariHies,  as  St.  Patrick 
fwam  over  the  channel,  without  their  heads. 

ODE    TO    SIMPLICITY, 

THE  m.eafure  of  the  ancient  ballad  feems  to  have 
been  made  choice  of  for  this  ode,  on  account  of  the 
fubjecl,  and  it  has,  indeed,  an  air  of  fimplicity  not 
altogether  unaffe«^ing  : 

''By  all  the  honey 'd  fcore 
On  Hybla^s  thymy  Ihore, 
By  all  r^er  bloonis,  and  mingled  murmurs  dear^, 
By  her  whofe  love-lorn  v/oe. 
In  evening  muiings  flow, 
Sooth'd  fweetly  fad  Eleftra's  poet^s  ear.*' 
This   allegorical  im.agery  of  the  honey'd  llore,   the 
blooms,  and  mingled  murm.urs  of  Hybla,  alluding  to 

the- 
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the  fweetnefs  and  beauty  of  the  Attic  poetry,  has  the 
fineft  and  the  happieft  efFedl :  yet,  poflibly,  it  will  bear 
a  queftion,  v/hether  the  ancient  Greek  tragedians  had  a 
general  claim  to  fimplicity  in  any  thing  more  than  the 
plans  of  their  drama.  Their  language,  at  leaft,  was  in- 
finitely metaphorical;  yet  it  muft  be  owned  that  they 
juilly  copied  nature  and  the  pafTions,  and  fo  far,  cer- 
tainly, they  were  entitled  to  th-e  palm  of  true  fimplicity  ; 
the  following  molt  beautiful  fpeech  of  Polynices,  wilt 
be  a  monument  of  this  fo  long  as  poetry  Ihall  lafL 

-  "     ' '  'ZSoKvoa.KiSvq  ^  u^v'Kou.riJ 

X^OHOj  i^uv  ^/.iKot^^a^   X.CH  /3ft;/>ttf$  Sewp, 

KKK    {i.y.  yx^  a,>.y8<;  a^yoq)  av  ai  h^x.oixa.y. 

E;)(;acra;/.  Eur  IP.  Phceniif.  ver.  369. 

"  But  llaid  to  fmg  alone 
To  one  dilHnguiili'd  throne." 
The  poet  cuts  oiF  the  prevalence  of  funplicity  among  the 
Romans  with  the  reign  of  Augullus,  and  indeed,  it  did 
aot  continue  much  longer,  mofl  of  the  compofitions^ 
after  that  date,  giving  into  falfe  and  artificial  ornament, 
"  No  more,  in  hall  or  bower. 
The  paffions  own  thy  power. 
Love,  only  Love,  her  forcelefs  numbers  mean.'* 
la  thefe  lines,  the^  writings  of  tlie  Eroven9al  poets  are 

principally 
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principally  alluded  to,  in  which,  fimplicity  is  generally 
facrificed  to  the  rhapfbdiea  of  roinantic  love. 


ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTEft. 

Procul  !    Q  I  procul  efle  profani ! 

THIS  ode  is  fo  infinitely  abilraded  and  replete  with 
high  enthufiafin,  that  it  will"  find  few  readers  capable  of 
entering  into  the  beauty  of  it>  or  of  relilhing  its  beau- 
ties. There  is  a  ftyle  of  fentiment  as  utterly  unintelli- 
gible to  common  capacities,  as  if  the  fubjeft  were  treated 
in  an  unknown  language ;  and  it  is  on  the  fame  account 
that  abllraded  poetry  will  never  have  many  admirers. 
The  authjors  of  fuch  poems  mull  be  content  vvith  the 
approbation  of  thofe  heaven-favoured  geniufes,  who,  by 
a  fimilarity  of  tafte  and  fentiment,  are  enabled  to  pene- 
trate the  high  rayfleries  of  infpired  fancy,  and  to  purfue 
the  loftieft  flights  of  enthufialHc  imagination.  Never- 
thelefs,  th^  praifc  of  the  diftinguifhed  few  is  certainly 
preferable  to  the  applaufe  of  the  undifcerning  million;, 
for  aU  praife  is  valuable  in  propordon  to  the  judgement 
of  thofe  who  confer  it. 

As  the  fubjedl  of  this  ode  is  uncom-mon,  fo  are  the 
ftyle  and  exprejSion  highly  m.etaphorical  and  abflradedi 
thus  the  fun  is  called  '-  the  rich-hair'd  youth  of  morn," 
the  ideas  are  termed  "  the  Ihadowy  tribes  of  mind,"  &c. . 
We  are  ftruck  with  the  propriety  of  this  mode  of  ex- 
pteflion  here,  and  it  aifords  us  new  proofs  of  the  analo- 
gy  that  fubfifts  betv/een  language  and  fentiment. 

Nothing  can  be  more  loftily  imagined  than  the  crea-» 

don 
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tion  of  the  Ceftus  of  Fancy  in  this  ode  :  the  allegorka! 
imagery  is  rich  and  fublime  :  and  the  obfervation  that,- 
the  dangerous  paffions  kept  aloof,  during  the  operation, 
is  founded  on  the  flrifteft  philofophical  truth;  for  poe- 
tical fancy  can  exift  only  in  minds  that  are  perfectly  fe- 
rene,  and  in  fome  meafure  abfiraded  from  th€  influences 
of  fenfe. 

The  fcene  of  Milton's  '^  infpiring  hour"  is  perfectly 
in  charader,  and  defcribed  with  all  thofe  wild -wood- 
appearances  of  which  the  great  poet  was  fo  enthufiafti- 
cally  fond : 

**  I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among. 

By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 

Nigh  fpher*d  in  heaven,  its  native  Ibams  could  hear.'* 


ODE.    Written  in  the  year  i746» 

ODE    TO    MERCY. 

THE  Ode  written  in  1746,  and  the  Ode  to  Mercy* 
feem  to  have  been  written  on  the  fame  occafion,  viz.  the 
late  rebellion ;  the  former  m  memory  of  thofe  heroes 
who  fell  in  the  defence  of  their  country,  the  latter  to 
excite  fentiments  of  conipairion  in  favour  of  thofe  un- 
happy and  deluded  wretches  who  became  a  facrifice  to 
public  juftice. 

The  language  and  imagery  of  bothare  very  beautiful ; 
but  the  fcenc  and  figures  defcribed  in  the  llrophe  of  the- 

Ode 
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Ode  to  Mercy  are  exquifitely  ftriking,  and  would  afford 
a  painter  one  of  the  iineil  fubjeds  in  the  world. 

ODE    TO    LIBERTY. 

THE  ancient  Hates  of  Greece,  perhaps  the  only  ones 
in  which  a  perfed  model  of  liberty  ever  exifted,  are  na- 
turally brought  to  view  in  the  opening  of  the  poem. 

"  Who  lliall  awake  the  Spartan  fife. 

And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life. 

The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading. 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fullen  hue." 
There  is  fomething  extremely  bold  in  this  imagery  of 
the  locks  of  the  Spartan  youths,  and  greatly  fuperior  to 
that  defcription  Jocaila  gives  us  of  the  hair  of  Polynices. 

Boi-^v^uv  T£  Kvavop(^^aiTa  ^airoK; 

**  What  new  Alceus,  fancy- blefl. 

Shall  fing  the  fword,  in  myrtles  drell,  &:c." 
This  alludes  to  a  fragment  of  Alcaeus  ftill  remaining, 
in  which  the  poet  celebrates  Harmodius  and  Ariftogi- 
ton,  who  flew  the  tyrant  Hipparchus,  and  thereby  re- 
ftored  the  liberty  of  Athens. 

The  fall  of  Rome  is  here  moil  nervoufly  defcribed  in 
one  line  : 

"  With  heaviefl  found,  a  giant-ftatue,  fell." 
The  thought  feems  altogether  new,  and  the  imitative 
harmony  in  the  Ilrudure  of  the  verfe  is  admirable. 

After  bewailing  the  ruin  of  ancient  liberty,  the  poet 
confiders  the  influence  it  has  retained,  or  ftill  retains 

among 
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among  the  moderns ;  and  here  the  free  republics  of  Italy 
naturally  engage  his  attention — Floi-ence,  indeed,  only 
to  be  lamented  on  account  of  lofmg  its  liberty  under 
thofe  patrons  of  letters,  the  Medicean  family;  the  Jea- 
lous Pifa,  juftly  fo  called  in  refpetl  to  its  long  impati- 
ence and  regret  under  the  fame  yoke  ;  and  the  fmall 
Marino,  which,  however  unrefpedilable  with  regard  to 
power  or  extent  of  territory,  has,  at  leaft,  this  diflinc- 
tion  to  boali,  that  it  has  prefcrved  its  liberty  longer  than 
any  other  ftate,  ancient  or  modern,  having,  without 
any  revolution,  retained  its  prefent  mode  of  government 
near  1400  years.  Moreover  the  patron  faint  who 
founded  it,  and  from  whom  it  takes  its  name,  deferves 
liis  poetical  record,  as  he  is,  perhaps,  the  only  faint 
ihat  ever  contributed  to  the  eftablifhment  of  freedom. 

*<  Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate. 

To  fad  Liguria's  bleeding  ftate." 
"in  thefe  lines  the  poet  alludes  to  thofe  ravages  in  the 
ilate  of  Genoa,  occafioned  by  the  unhappy  divifions  of 
the  Guelphs  and  Gibelines. 

"  —  When  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice. 

The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice." 
For  an  account  of  the  celebrated  event  referred  to  in  thefe 
verfes,  fee  Voltaire's  Epiille  to  the  King  of  Pruffia. 

"  Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 

Whofe  crown  a  BritiHi  queen  refus'd  1" 

The  Flemings  were  fo  dreadfully  oppreiTed  by  this* 
fanguinary  general  of  Philip  the  Second,  that  they  of- 
fered their  fovereignty  to  Elizabeth,  but,  happily  for 
ner  fubjeds,  flie  had  policy  and  m.agnanimity  enough  to 

refufe 
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refu&it.  Dsformeaux,  in  his  Abrege  Chronologique 
<ie  I'Kilroire  d'Eipagne,  thus  defcribes  the  fufFerings 
of  the  Flemings  :  "  Le  Due  d'Albe  aehevoit  de  re- 
*<  duire  les  Flamands  au  defefpoir.  Apres  avoir  inonde 
*'  les  echafauts  du  fang  le  plus  noble  et  le  plus  precieux, 
«*  il  faifoit  conftruire  des  citadelles  en  divers  endroits, 
*'  et  vouloit  ^ablii-  I'Alcavala,  ce  tribute  onereux  qui 

"voit  ete  longtems  en  ufage  parmi  les  Efpagnols." 

jreg.  Chron.  Tom.  IV. 


Mona, 


Where  thoufand  elfin  fhapes  abide." 

ona  is  properly  the  Reman  name  of  the  Iile  of  An- 

giefey,  anciently  To  famous  for  its  Druids ;  but  fome- 

times,  as  in  this  place,  it  is  given  to  the  Ifle  of  A^an. 

Both  thofe  ifles  ftill  retain  much  of  the  genius  of  fu- 

_ iitition,  and  are  now  the  only  places  where  there  is 

.e  lealt  chance  of  finding  a  fairy. 

ODE, 

To  a  Lady,  on  the  Death  of  Colonel  Charles 
Rofs,  in  the  Aclion  at  Fontenoy.  Written 
May,  1745- 

THE  iambic  kind  of  numbers  in  which  this  ode  is 
conceived,  feems  as  vvell  calculated  for  tender  and 
plaintive  fubjeds,as  for  thofe  where  ftrength  or  rapidity 
is  required. — This,  perhaps,  is  owing  to  the  repetition 
of  the  ftrain  in  the  fame  llanza  ;  for  forrow  rejeds  va- 
riety, and  aifeds  an  uniformity  of  complaint.     It  is 

needlefs 
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needlefs  to  obferve  that  this  ode  is  replete  with  harmony, 
fpirit,  and  pathos ;  and  there,  furely,  appears  no  reafon 
why  the  feventh  and  eighth  ftanzas  fhould  be  omitted  in 
that  copy  printed  in  Dodfley's  Colleftion  of  Poems. 

ODE    TO    EVENING. 

THE  blank  ode  has  for  fome  time  folicited  admiiTion 
into  the  Englifh  poetry ;  but  its  efforts,  hitherto,  feem 
to  have  been  vain,  at  leafl:  its  reception  has  been  no 
more  than  partial.     It  remains  a  queftion,  then,  whe- 
ther there  is  not  fomething  in  the  nature  of  blank  verfe 
lefs  adapted  to  the  lyric  than  to  the  heroic  meafure, 
fmce,  though  it  has  been  generally  received  in  the  lat- 
ter, it  is  yet  unadopted  in  the  former.    In  order  to  dif- 
cover  this,  we  are  to  confider  the  different  modes  of 
thefe  different  fpecies  of  poetry.     That  of  the  heroic  is 
uniform  ;  that  of  the  lyric  is  various ;  and  in  thefe  cir- 
cumilances  of  uniformity  and  variety,  probably,  lies  the 
caufe  why  blank  verfe  has  been  fuccefsful  in  the  one, 
and  unacceptable  in  the  other.     While  it  prefented  it- 
felf  only  in  one  form,  it  was  familiarized  to  the  ear  by 
cuftom ;  but  where  it  was  obliged  to  affume  the  differ- 
ent ihapes  of  the  lyric  Mufe,  it  feemed  flill  a  flranger  of 
uncouth  figure,  was  received  rather  with  curiofity  than 
pleafure,  and  entertained  without  that  eafe,  or  fatisfac- " 
tion,    which   acquaintance  and  familiarity  produce — 
Moreover,  the  heroic  blank  verfe  obtained  a  fandion  of 
infinite  importance  to  its  general  reception,  when  it  was 
adopted  by  one  of  the  greatefl  poets  the  world  ever  pro- 
duced. 
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duced,  and  was  made  the  vehicle  of  the  nobleft  poem 
that  ever  was  written.  When  this  poem  at  length  ex- 
torted that  applaufe  which  ignorance  and  prejudice  had 
united  to  withhold,  the  verfification  foon  found  its  imi- 
tators, and  became  more  generally  fuccefsful  than  even 
in  thofe  countries  from  whence  is  was  imported.  But 
lyric  blank  verfe  had  met  with  no  fuch  advantages ;  for 
Mr.  Collins,  whofe  genius  and  judgement  in  harmony 
might  have  given  it  fo  powerful  an  effeft,  hath  left  us 
but  one  'fpecimen  of  it  in  the  Ode  to  Evening. 

In  the  choice  of  his  meafure  he  feems  to  have  had  in 
his  eye  Horace's  Ode  to  Pyrrha ;  for  this  ode  bears  the 
nearcll  refemblance  to  that  mixt  kind  of  the  afclepiad 
and  pherecratic  verfe ;  and  that  refemblance  in  fome  de- 
gree reconciles  us  to  the  want  of  rhyme,  while  it  re- 
minds us  of  thofe  great  mailers  of  antiquity,  whofe 
works  had  no  need  of  this  whimfical  jingle  of  founds. 

From  the  following  pafiage  one  might  be  induced  to 
think  that  the  poet  had  it  in  view  to  render  his  fubjed 
and  his  verfification  fuitable  to  each  other  on  this  occa- 
fion,  and  that,  when  he  addrefled  himfelf  to  the  fober 
power  of  Evening,  he  had  thought  proper  to  lay  afide 
the  foppery  of  rhyme ; 

*'  Now  teach  me,  maid  composed, 
c     To  breaths  fome  foften'd  llrain, 
Whofe  numbers,  flealing  through  thy  darkening  vale. 
May  not  unfeemly  with  its  ftillnefs  fuit. 

As,  mufmg  (low,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return  I" 
•;But  whatever  were  the  numbers,  or  the  vefificatlon  of 

Vol,  I.Vlll.  H  ti^i* 
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this  ode,  the  imagery  and  enthufiafm  it  contains  could 

not  fail  ofi-^ndering  it  delightful.     No  other  of  Mr. 

CoUins's  odes  is  more  generally  charadleriilic  of  his 

genius.      In  one  place   we  dilcover  his   pafTion  for 

vifionary  beings  : 

'^  For  when  thy  folding-Ilar  arifing  fliows 

Kis  paly  circlet,  at  Ms  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  hours,  and  elves 

Who  llept  in  buds  the  day. 
And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  withfedge. 
And  fneds  the  frelhening  dew,  and  lovelier  ftill. 

The  penfive  pleafures  fweet 

Prepare  thy  ihadowy  car." 
In  another  we  behold  his  ftrong  bias  to  melancholy : 
*'  Then  let  me  rove  fome  wild  and  heathy  fcene. 
Or  find  fome  ruin  'midfl:  its  dreary  dells, 

Whofe  walls  more  aweful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams.'* 
Then  appears  his  talte  for  what  is  wildly  grand  and 
magnificent  in  nature;  when,  prevented  by  florms  from 
enjoying  his  evening  walk,  he  wifhes  for  a  fituation, 

*'  That  from  the  mountain's  fides. 

Views  wild  and  fwelling  floods  ;'* 
And,  through  the  whole,  his  invariable  attachment  to 
the  exprefiion  of  painting  : 

" and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  duiky  veil.'* 

It 
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It  might  be  a  fufficient  encomium  on  this  beautiful  ode 
to  obferve,  that  it  has  been  particularly  admired  by  a 
lady  to  whom  nature  has  given  the  moft  perfe^  prin- 
ciples of  tafte.  She  has  not  even  complained  of  the 
want  of  rhyme  in  it,  a  circumilance  by  no  means  un- 
favourable to  the  caufe  of  lyric  blank  verfe ;  for  furely, 
if  a  fair  reader  can  endure  an  ode  viithout  bells  and 
chimes,  the  mafculine  genius  may  difpenfe  with  them. 

THE    MANNERS.    AN    ODE. 

FROM  the  fubjefl  and  fentiments  of  this  ode,  it 
feems  not  improbable  that  the  author  v/rote  it  about  the 
time  when  he  left  the  Univeruty ;  when,  weary  with 
the  purfuit  of  academical  ftudies,  he  no  longer  confined 
Hmfelf  to  the  fearch  of  theoretical  knowledge,  but 
commenced  the  fcholar  of  humanity,  to  lludy  nature  in 
her  works,  and  man  in  fociety. 

The  following  farewell  to  fcience  exhibits  a  very  jull 
as  well  as  ftriking  pidure;  for  however  exalted  in  the- 
ory the  Platonic  doctrines  may  appear,  it  is  certain  that 
Platonifm  and  Pyrrhonifm  are  allied: 
"  Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen^ 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green  : 
Where  Science,  prank'd  in  tiffued  veft. 
By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  dreil. 
Comes  like  a  bride,  {o  trim  array 'd. 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  Ihade  !'* 
When  the  mind  goes  in  purfuit  of  vifionary  fyftems,  it 
is  not  far  from  the  regions  of  doubt;  and  the  greater  it^ 

H  2  capacity 
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capacity  to  think  abllradledly,  to  reafon  and  refine,  the 
more  it  will  be  expofed  to,  and  bewildered  in,  uncertainty. 
—From  an  enthufiaitic  warmth  of  temper,  indeed,  we 
.  may  for  a  while  be  encouraged  to  perfiit  in  fome  favour- 
ite dodlrine,  or  to  adhere  to  fome  adopted  fyftem ;  but 
when  that  enthufiafm,  which  is  founded  on  the  vivacity 
of  the  pafTions,  gradually  cools  and  dies  away  with 
them,  the  opinions  it  fupported  drop  from  us,  and  we 
are  thrown  upon  the  inhofpitable  Ihore  of  doubt.— A 
flriking  proof  of  the  necefEty  of  fome  moral  rule  of  wif- 
dom  and  virtue,  and  fome  fyftem  of  happinefs  eftablifh- 
ed  by  unerring  knowledge  and  unlimited  power. 

In  the  poet's  addrefs  to  Humour  in  this  ode,  there  is 
cne  image  of  nngular  beauty  and  propriety.  The  or- 
naments in  the  hair  of  Wit  are  of  fuch  a  nature,  and 
difpofed  in  fuch  a  manner,  as  to  be  perfedly  fymbolical 
and  charaderiftic : 

"  Me  too  amidft  thy  band  admit. 

There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  Wit, 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 

Are  placM  each  other's  beams  to  fhare. 

Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 

In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide." 
Nothing  could  be  more  expreflive  of  wit,  which  con- 
fifts  in  a  happy  coUifion  of  comparative  and  relative  j 
images,  than  this  reciprocal  refleftion  of  light  from  the 
difpofition  of  the  jewels. 

"  O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  known 

To  Britain's  favour'd  ifle  alone.'* 
The  author  could  only  mean  to  apply  this  to  the  time] 

when 
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when  he  wrote,  fince  other  nations  had  produced  works 
of  great  humour,  as  he  himfelf  acknowledges  after- 
wards. 
«  By  old  Miletns,  &c. 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids,  &c." 
The  Milefian  and  Tufcan  romances  were  by  no  means  - 
difiinguillied  for  humour ;  but  as  they  were  the  models 
cf  that  fpecies  of  writing  in  which  humour  was  after-  : 
wards  employed,  they  are,  probably  for   that  reafon 
only  mentioned  here. 

The    PASSIONS.    An  ODEforMufic. 

IF  the  mufic  which  was  compofed  for  this  ode,  had  " 
equal  merit  with  the  ode  itfelf,  it  muft  have  been  the 
moft  excellent  performance  of  the  kind,  in  which  poe- 
try and  mufic  have,  in  modern  times,  united.     Other 
pieces  of  the  fame  nature  have  derived  their  greatell  re- 
putation from  the  perfedion  of  the  mufic  that  accompa- 
nied them,  having  in  themfdves  little  more  merit  than ' 
that  of  an  ordiiiary  ballad: (but  in  this  we   have  the 
whole  foul  and  power  of  poetry— Expreffion  that,  even 
without   the  aid  of  mufic,   flrikes  to  the  heart;  and- 
imagery  of  power  enough  to  tranfport  the   attention, 
without  the  forceful  alliance  of  correfponding  founds ! 
what,  then,  muft  have  been  the  effedts  of  thefe  united  ! 
'  It  is  very  obfervable  that  though  the  meafure  is  the 
fame,  in  which  the  mufical  eiforts  of  fear,  anger,  and 
defpair,  are  defcribed,  yet  by  the  variation  of  the  ca- 
dence, the  character  and  operation  of  each  is  Itrongly . 
cxprefpfd:  thus  particularly  of  Defpair: 

H  3  «  With 
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<*  With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpaif — 
Low  fullen  founds  his  grief  beguil'd, 
A  folemn,  ftrange,  and  mingled  air, 
'Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  ftarts  'twas  wild." 
He  muil  be  a  very  unfkilful  compofer  who  could  not 
«atch  the  power  of  imitative  harmony  from  thefe  lines  ! 
The  pidure  of  Hope  that  follows  this  is  beautiful  al- 
moft  beyond  imitation.     By  the  united  powers  of  ima- 
gery and  harmony,  that  delightful  being  is  exhibited 
with  all  the  charms  and  graces  that  pleafure  and  fancy 
have  appropriated  to  her. 

Relegat,  qui  femel  percurrit; 
Qui  nunquam  legit,  legat. 
*'  But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair. 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  I 
Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  pleafure. 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes  at  dillance  hail  I 
Still  would  her  touch  the  llrain  prolong. 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
She  call'd  on  Echo  Ml  through  all  the  fong; 
And  where  her  fweeteil  theme  fhe  chofe, 
A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe. 
And  Hope  enchanted  fmil'd,  and  wav*dher  golden  hair.** 
In  what  an  exalted  light  does  the  above  ftanza  place  this 
great  mafler  of  poetical  imagery  and  harmony  1  what 
varied  fweetnefs  of  numbers  1  what  delicacy  of  judge- 
ment and  expreffion !  how  charadleriftically  does  Hope 
prolong  her  ftrain,  repeat  her  foothing  clofes,  call  upon 
her  afibciate  Echo  for  the  fame  purpofes,  and  difplay 
every  pleafmg  grace  peculiar  to  her ! 

«  And 
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**  And  Hope  ecchanted  imii'd,  and  wav'd  her  golden 
hair." 

Legat,  qui  nunquam  legit; 

Qui  femel  percurrit,  relegat. 
The  defcriptions  of  Joy,  Jealoufy,  and  Revenge,  are 
excellent ;  tkough.  not  equally  fo ;  thofe  of  Melancholy 
:ind  Chearfulnefs  are  fuperior  to  every  thing  of  the 
kind;  and,  upon  the  whole,  there  may  be  very  little 
hazard  in  ailerting  that  this  is  the  finefl  ode  in  the 
Engliili  language. 

AN     E  P  J  S  T  L  E 

To    Sir   Thomas    Hanmer,    on   hi^   Edition   of 
Shakefpsare's  Works. 

THIS  poem  was  written  by  our  author  at  the  uni- 
verfity,  about  the  time  when  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer 's 
pompous  edition  of  Shakefpeare  was  printed  at  Oxford. 
If  it  has  not  fo  much  merit  as  the  reft  of  his  poems,  ii 
has  &M1  more  than  the  fubgedl  deferves.  The  verifica- 
tion is  ealy  and  genteel,  and  the  allufions  always  poeti- 
cal. The  charader  of  the  poet  Fletcher  in  particular 
is  very  juftly  drawn,  in  this  epiilk^ 

DIRGE   IN   CYMBELINE, 

ODE    on  the  Death  of  Mr.  T  H  O  M  S  O  N. 

Mr.  Collins  had_/?'///  to  cGmpiaifu  Of  that  mournful 
melody,  and  thofe  tender  images,  which  are  the  diftin- 

H  4.  gullliirg 


104  O  B  S  E  R  V  A  T  I  O  N  S,   &c. 

gjjifliing  excellencies  of  fuch  pieces  as  bewail  departed 
friendfhip,  or  beauty,  he  was  an  almoft  unequalled 
mailer.  He  knew  perfsftly  to  exhibit  fuch  circum- 
ilances,  peculiar  to  the  objedls,  as  awaken  the  influ- 
ences of  pity;  and  while,  from  his  own  great  fenfibility, 
he  felt  what  he  wrote,  he  naturally  addreffed  himfelf 
to  the  feelings  of  others. 

To  read  fuch  lines  as  the  following,  all  beautiful  and 
tender  as  they  are,  without  correfponding  emotions  of 
pity,  is  furely  impolTible : 

*'  The  tender  thought  on  thee  fhall  dwell. 
Each  lonely  fcene  fhall  thee  reilore. 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  Ihed ; 
\  Belov'd,  till  life  can  charm  no  more ; 

And  mourn'd,  'till  Pity's  felf  be  dead." 
The  Ode  on  the  Death  of  Thomfon  feems  to  have  been 
written  in  an  excurfion  to  Richmond  by  water.  The 
rural  fcenery  has  a  proper  efFedl  in  an  ode  to  the  me- 
mory of  a  poet,  much  of  whofe  merit  lay  in  defcrip- 
tions  of  the  fame  kind,  and  the  appellations  of 
«  Druid,"  and  "  meek  Nature's  child,"  are  happily 
charaderiftic.  For  the  better  underllanding  of  this 
ode,  it  is  neceffary  to  remember,  that  Mr.  Thomfon 
lies  buried  in  the  church  of  Richmond, 
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GRONGAR      HILL. 

SILENT  Nymph,  with  curious  eye  ! 
Who,  the  purple  evening,  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van. 
Beyond  the  noife  of  bufy  man  ; 
Painting  fair  the  form  of  things. 
While  the  yellow  linnet  fmgs ; 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale; 
Come,  with  all  thy  various  dues. 
Come,  and  aid  thy  filler  Mufe; 
Now,  while  Phoebus  riding  liigh. 
Gives  luftre  to  the  land  and  fky  1 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  fong. 
Draw  the  landikip  bright  and  flrong ; 
Grongar,  in  whofe  moffy  cells. 
Sweetly  mufmg.  Quiet  dwells  y 

Grongar, 
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Grongar,  in  whofe  filent  fhade. 

For  the  modefl:  Mufes  made. 

So  oft  I  have,  the  evening  ftill. 

At  the  fountain  of  a  rill. 

Sate  upon  a  flowery  bed. 

With  my  hand  beneath  my  head ; 

While  ftray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood. 

Over  mead,  and  over  wood. 

From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill. 

Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequer'd  fldes  1  wind. 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind. 
And  groves,  and  grottoes  where  I  lay. 
And  villoes  fliooting  beams  of  day : 
Wide  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale  ; 
As  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal : 
The  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate  I 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height. 
Withdraw  their  fummits  from  the  fKies, 
And  leflTen  as  the  others  rife  : 
Still  the  profped:  wider  fpreads. 
Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads ; 
Still  it  widens,  widens  ftill. 
And  fmks  the  newly-rifen  hill. 

Now,  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow. 
What  a  landfkip  lies  below  1 
No  clouds,  no  vapours  intervene; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene. 
Does  the  face  of  Nature  ftiow. 
In  all  the  hues  of  Heaven's  bow  I 
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And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light. 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  fight. 

Old  cailles  on  the  cliffs  arife. 
Proudly  towering  in  the  ficies  ! 
Ruihing  from  the  woods,  the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires  I 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  fheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain-heads  ! 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks. 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks  ! 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife. 
Beautiful  in  various  dyes  : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue. 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew. 
The  flender  fir,  that  taper  grows. 
The  fturdy  oak  with  broad-fpread  boughs. 
And  beyond  the  purple  grove. 
Haunt  of  Phyllis,  Queen  of  Love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  opening  dawn. 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn. 
On  which  a  dark  hill,  fteep  and  high. 
Holds  and  charms  the  wandering  eye  ! 
Deep  are  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood. 
His  fides  are  cloath'd  with  waving  wood. 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow. 
That  caft  an  awefullook  below ; 
Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps. 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps ; 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind 
On  mutual  dependence  find, 

'TI-^ 
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'Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode ; 
'Tis  now  th'  apartment  of  the  toad ; 
And  there  the  fox  fecurely  feeds ; 
And  there  the  poifonous  adder  breeds, 
Conceal'd  in  ruins,  mofs,  and  weeds ; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walls. 
Yet  time  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  low. 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow. 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  compleat. 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  ftate ; 
But  tranfient  is  the  fmile  of  Fate  I 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's-day. 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  fee  the  rivers  how  they  run. 
Through  woods  and  meads,  in  (hade  and  fun. 
Sometimes  fwift,  fometimes  flow. 
Wave  fucceeding  wave,  they  go 
A  various  journey  to  the  deep. 
Like  human  life,  to  endlefs  fleep  1 
Thus  is  Nature's  vefture  wrought. 
To  inftrufl  our  wandering  thought; 
Thus  (he  dreiles  green  and  gay. 
To  difperfe  our  cares  away. 

Ever  charming,  ever  new. 
When  will  the  landfkip  tire  the  view ! 
The  fountain's  fall,  the  river's  flow. 
The  woody  vallies,  warm  and  low; 
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The  windy  fummit,  wild  and  high. 

Roughly  rufhing  on  the  fky  ! 

The  pleafant  feat,  the  ruin'd  tower. 

The  naked  rock,  the  fhady  bower; 

The  town  and  village,  dome  and  farm. 

Each  give  each  a  double  charm. 

As  pearls  upon  an  ^thiop's  arm.  J 

See  on  the  mountain's  fouthern  fide. 

Where  the  profpecl  opens  wide. 

Where  the  evening  gilds  the  tide ; 

Hov/  clofe  and  fmall  the  hedges  lie  ! 

What  ilreaks  of  meadows  crofs  the  eye  ! 

A  ftep  methinks  may  pafs  the  ftream. 

So  little  diilant  dangers  feem  ; 

So  we  miftakfi  the  future's  face, 

Ey'd  through  Hope's  deluding  glafs  i 

As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fair. 

Clad  in  colours  of  the  air. 

Which,  to  thofe  who  journey  near, 

Barren,  brown,  and  rough  appear; 

Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  wavj 

Hie  prefent  's  itill  a  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee  : 
Content  me  with  an  humble  fiiade. 
My  paflions  tam'd,  my  wiihes  laid^ 
For,  v/hile  our  wifhes  wildly  roll. 
We  banifh  quiet  from  the  foul : 
'Tis  thus  the  bufy  beat  the  air. 
And  mifcrs  gather  wealth  and  care-. 

Vol,  LVIIL  J  Now, 
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Now,  ev*n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 
As  on  the  mountain-turf  I  lie  ; 
While  the  wanton  Zephyr  fmgs. 
And  in  the  vale  perfumes  his  wings  ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep ; 
While  the  fl-.epherd  charms  his  Iheep ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  fly. 
And  with  mufic  fill  the  fky. 
Now,  ev'n  now,  my  joys  run  high. 

Be  full,  ye  courts ;  be  great  who  will ; 
Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  fkill  : 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door. 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor. 
In  vain  you  fearch,  flie  is  not  there ; 
In  vain  ye  fearch  the  domes  of  care  ! 
Grafs  and  flowers  Quiet  treads. 
On  the  meads,  and  mountain-heads. 
Along  with  Pleafure,  clofe  ally'd. 
Ever  by  each  other's  fide  : 
And  often,  by  the  murmuring  rill. 
Hears  the  thrufli,  while  all  is  ftill. 
Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill. 
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•'  Afplce  murorum  moles,  praeruptaque  faxa, 
"  Obrutaque  horrenti  vefta  theatra  fitu  : 

"  H3:c  funt  Roma.     Viden'  velat  ipfa  cadavera  tantae 
"  Urbis  adhuc  fpirent  imperiora  minas  :" 

Janus  Vitalis, 

T?  N  O  U  GH  of  Grongar,  and  the  fhady  dales 

-*"-'  Of  winding  Towy,  Merlin's  fabled  haunt 

I  fmg  inglorious.     Now  the  love  of  arts. 

And  what  in  m.etal  or  in  ilone  remains 

Of  proud  antiquity,  through  various  realms 

And  various  languages  and  ages  fam'd. 

Bears  me  remote,  o'er  Gallia's  woody  bounds. 

O'er  the  cloud-piercing  Alps  remote;  beyond 

The  vale  of  Arno  purpled  with  the  vine. 

Beyond  the  Umbrian  and  Etruican  hills. 

To  Latium's  vvide  Champain,  forlorn  and  wafle. 

Where  yellow  Tiber  his  negle(fled  wave 

Mournfully  rolls.     Yet  once  agam,  my  Mufe, 

Yet  once  again,  and  foar  a  loftier  flight ; 

Lo  the  refiillefs  theme,  imperial  Rome. 

Fall'n,  fall'n,  a  filent  heap ;  her  heroes  all 
Sunk  in  their  urns ;  behold  the  pride  of  pomp. 
The  throne  of  nations  fail'n;  obfcur'd  in  duft; 
Ev'n  yet  majeftical:  the  folemn  fcene 
Elates  the  foul,  while  now  the  rifing  Sun 

I  2  Flame* 
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Flames  on  the  ruins  in  the  purer  air 
Towering  aloft,  upon  the  glittering  plain. 
Like  broken  rocks,  a  vaft  circumference  ; 
Rent  palaces,  crufh'd  columns,  rifled  moles. 
Fanes  roU'd  on  fanes,  and  tombs  on  buried  tombs. 

Deep  lies  in  dull  the  Theban  obelilk 
Immenfe  along  the  waile ;  minuter  art, 
Gliconian  forms,  or  Phidian,  fubtly  fair, 
O'ervvhelming ;  as  th'  immenfe  Leviathan 
The  finny  brood,  when  near  lerne's  ihore 
Out-ftretch'd,  unwieldy,  his  ifland  length  appears 
Above  the  foamy  flood.     Globofe  and  huge. 
Grey-mouldering  temples  fwell,  and  wide  o'ercafl 
The  folitary  landfcape,  hills  and  woods. 
And  boundlefs  wilds ;  while  the  vine-mantled  brows 
The  pendent  goats  unveil,  regardlefs  they 
Of  hourly  peril,  though  the  clifted  domes 
Tremble  to  every  wind.     The  pilgrim  oft 
At  dead  of  night,  'mid  his  oraifon  hears 
Aghaft  the  voice  of  time,  difparting  towers. 
Tumbling  all  precipitate  down-dafli'd. 
Rattling  around,  loud  thundering  to  the  Moon ; 
While  murmurs  fcoth  each  aweful  interval 
Of  ever-falling  waters;  flirouded  Nile  *, 
Eridanus,  and  Tiber  with  his  twins. 
And  ,palmy  Euphrates ;  they  with  dropping  locks. 
Hang  o'er  their  urns,  and  mournfully  among 
The  plaintive-echoing  ruins  pour  their  ftreams. 

*  Fountains  at  Rome  adorned  with  the  ftatues  of  thofe 
rivers. 

Yet 
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Yet  here,  adventurous  in  the  facred  fearch 
Of  ancient  arts,  the  delicate  of  mind. 
Carious  and  modeft,  from  all  climes  refort. 
Grateful  fociety  I  with  thefe  I  raife 
The  toilfome  itep  up  the  proud  Palatin, 
Through  fpiry  cyprefs  groves,  and  towering  pine^ 
Waving  aloft  o'er  the  big  ruins  brows. 
On  numerous  arches  rear'd  :  and  frequent  Hopp'd, 
The  funk  ground  fiartles  me  with  dreadful  chafm. 
Breathing  forth  darknefs  from  the  vail  profound 
Of  ifles  and  halls,  v«/ithin  the  mountain's  womb. 
Nor  thefe  the  nether  works  ;  all  thefe  beneath^ 
And  all  beneath  the  vales  and  hills  around. 
Extend  the  cavern'd  fevvers,  mafly,  firm> 
As  the  Sibylline  grot  befide  the  dead 
Lake  of  Avernus ;  fuch  the  fewers  huge. 
Whither  the  great  Tarquinian  genius  dooms 
Each  wave  impure  ;  and  proud  with  added  rains, 
Kark  how  the  mighty  billows  lafh  their  vaults. 
And  thunder ;  how  they  heave  their  rocks  in  vain  !. 
Though  now  inceffant  time  has  roll'd  around 
A  thoufand  winters  o'er  the  changeful  world. 
And  yet  a  thoufand  fmce,  th'  indignant  floods 
Roar  loud  in  their  firm  bounds,  and  dafh  and  fvvell,. 
In  vain  ;  convey'd  to  Tiber's  lowell  wave. 

Hence  over  airy  plains,  by  cryftal  founts,. 
That  weave  their  glittering  waves  with  tuneful  lapfe^t 
Among  the  fleeky  pebbles,  agate  clear. 
Cerulean  ophite,  and  the  flowery  vein 
Of  orient  jafper,  pleas'd  I  move  a]onc^» 

1    3     "  And 
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And  vafes  bofs'd,  and  huge  infcriptive  ftones. 
And  intermingling  vines  ;  and  figur'd  nymphs^, 
Flora's  and  Chloe's  of  delicious  mould, 
Chearing  the  darknefs ;  and  deep  empty  tombs. 
And  delis,  and  mouldering  Ihrines,  with  old  decay 
Ruftic  and  green,  and  wide-embowering  ihades> 
Shot  from  the  crooked  clefts  of  nodding  towers. 
A  folemn  wildernefs  1  with  error  fweet, 
I  wind  the  lingering  ftep,  where-e'er  the  path 
Mazy  conducts  me,  which  the  vulgar  foot 
O'er  fculptures  maim'd  has  made  ;  Anubis,  Sphinx^ 
Idols  of  antique  guife,  and  horned  Pan, 
Terrific,  monilrous  ihapes  1  prepofterous  Gods, 
Of  Fear  and  Ignorance,  by  the  fculptor's  hand 
Kewn  into  form,  and  worfhipp'd  ;  as  ev'n  now 
Blindly  they  worihip  at  their  breathlefs  mouths  * 
In  varied  appellations  :  men  to  thefe 
(From  deep  to  depth  in  darkening  error  fall'n) 
At  length  afcrib'd  th'  Inapplicable  Nam.e. 
How  doth  it  pleafe  and  fill  the  memory 
With  deeds  of  brave  renown,  while  on  each  hand 
Hiftoric  urns  and  breathing  ftatues  rife. 
And  fpeaking  bulls  1   Sweet  Scipio,  Marias  ilernj 
Pompey  fuperb,  the  fpirit-ftirring  form 
Of  Cazfar  raptur'd  with  the  charm  of  rule 
And  boundlefs  fame  ;  impatient  for  exploits. 
His  eager  eyes  upcait,  he  foars  in  thought 

*  Several  flatnes  of  the  Pagan  gods  have  been  converted 

Above 
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Above  all  height :  and  his  own  Brutus  fee, 
Defponding  Brutus,  dubious  of  the  right. 
In  evil  days,  of  faith,  of  public  weal. 
Solicitous  and  fad.     Thy  nex:  regard 
Be  Tully's  graceful  attitude  ;  unprais'd. 
His  out-ilretch'd  arm  he  waves,  in  ad  to  fpeak 
Before  the  filent  mailers  of  the  world. 
And  eloquence  arrays  him.     There  behold 
Prepar'd  for  combat  in  the  front  of  war 
The  pious  brothers ;  jealous  Alba  Hands 
In  fearful  expectation  of  the  ilrife. 
And  youthful  Rome  intent :  the  kindred  foes 
Fall  on  each  other's  neck  in  filent  tears ; 
In  forrowful  benevolence  embrace — 
Howc'er,  they  foon  unOieath  the  flafhing  f.vord. 
Their  country  calls  to  arms  ;  nov/  all  in  vain 
The  mother  clafps  the  knee,  and  ev'n  the  fair 
Nov/  weeps  in  vain  ;  their  country  calls  to  arms. 
Such  virtue  Clelia,  Codes,  Manlius,  rcuz'd ; 
Such  were  the  Fabii,  Decii ;  fo  infpir'd. 
The  Scipios  battled,  and  the  Gracchi  fpoke  : 
So  rofe  the  Roman  Hate.     Me  now,  of  thefe 
Deep-mufing,  high  ambitious  thoughts  inflame 
Greatly  to  ferve  my  country,  diftant  land. 
And  build  me  virtuous  fame  ;  nor  fhall  the  dud 
Of  thefe  fall'n  piles  with  fliew  of  fad  decay 
Avert  the  good  refolve,  mean  argument. 
The  fate  alone  of  matter. — Now  the  brow 

I  4  We 


I2Q  D  Y  E  R  '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

We  gain  enraptur'd ;  beauteoufly  diftincl  * 
The  numerous  porticos  and  domes  upfwell. 
With  obelifics  and  columns  interpos'd. 
And  pine,  and  fir,  and  oak :  fo  fair  a  fcene 
Sees  not  the  dervife  from  the  fpiral  tomb 
Of  ancient  Chammos,  while  his  eye  beholds 
Proud  Memphis'  reliques  o'er  th'  ^Egyptian  plain : 
Nor  hoary  hermit  from  Hymettus'  brow. 
Though  graceful  Athens,  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Along  the  windings  of  the  Mufe's  ftream. 
Lucid  IlylTus  weeps  her  filcnt  fchools. 
And  groves,  unvifited  by  bard  or  fage. 
Amid  the  towery  ruins,  huge,  fupreme, 
Th*  enormous  amphitheatre  behold. 
Mountainous  pile  !  o'er  whofe  capacious  woml> 
Pours  the  broad  firmament  its  varied  light; 
While  from  the  central  floor  the  feats  afcend 
Round  above  round,  flow-widening  to  the  verge 
A  circuit  vafl  and  high ;  nor  lefs  had  held 
Imperial  Rome,  and  her  attendant  realms. 
When  drunk  with  rule  fhe  will'd  the  fierce  delight> 
And  op'd  the  gloomy  caverns,  whence  out-ru(li'd 
Before  th'  innumerable  fhouting  crowd 
The  fiery,  m.added,  tyrants  of  the  wilds. 
Lions  and  tigers,  wolves  and  elephants. 
And  defperate  men,  more  fell.     Abhorr'd  intent  I 
By  frequent  converfe  with  familiar  death, 

*  From  the  Palatin  hill  one  fees  moft  of  the  remarkabi 
antiquities, 

Ta 
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To  kindle  brutal  daring  apt  for  war; 
To  lock  the  breafl,  and  ileal  th'  obdurate  heart 
Amid  the  piercing  cries  of  fore  diilrefs 
Impenetrable. — But  away  thine  eye; 
Behold  yon  fteepy  clifr ;  the  modern  pile 
Perchance  may  now  delight,  while  that,  rev^er'd* 
In  ancient  days,  the  page  alone  declares. 
Or  narrow  coin  through  dim  cjerulean  ruil. 
The  fane  was  Jove's,  its  fpacious  golden  roof^ 
O'er  thick-furrounding  temples  beaming  wide. 
Appear 'd,  as  when  above  the  morning  hills 
Half  the  round  fun  afcends ;  and  tower'd  aloft> 
Suftain'd  by  columns  huge,  innumerous 
.Is  cedars  proud  on  Canaan's  verdant  heights 
Darkening  their  idols,  when  Aftarte  lur'd 
Too-profperous  Ifrael  from  his  living  ftrengthv 

And  next  regard  yon  venerable  dome. 
Which  virtuous  Latium,  with  erroneous  aim, 
Rais'd  to  her  various  deities,  and  nam'd 
Pantheon ;  plain  and  round ;  of  this  our  v/orld 
Majei'tic  emblem;  with  peculiar  grace 
Before  its  ample  orb,  projefted  Hands 
The  many-pillar'd  portal :  nobleil  work 
Of  human  fkill :  here,  curious  architect. 
If  thou  elTay'ft,  ambitious,  to  furpafs 
Palladius,  Angelus,  or  Britiih  Jones, 
On  thefe  fair  walls  extend  the  certain  fcale. 
And  turn  th'  inftrudlive  compafs :  careful  mark 

*  The  CapitoJ. 

How 
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How  far  in  hidden  art,  the  noble  plain 
Extends,  and  where  the  lovely  forms  commence 
Of  flowing  fculpture  :  nor  negled  to  note 
How  range  the  taper  columns,  and  what  weight 
Their  leafy  brows  fullain :  fair  Corinth  Hvil 
Boalied  their  order,  which  Callimachus 
(Reclining  ftudious  on  Afopus'  banks 
Beneath  an  urn  of  fome  lamented  nymph) 
Haply  compos'd;  the  urn  with  foliage  curl'd 
Thinly  conceal'd,  the  chapiter  informed. 

See  the  tall  obeiilks  from  Memphis  old. 
One  Hone  enormous  each,  or  Thebes  convey 'd; 
Like  Albion's  fpires  they  rufh  into  the  ikies. 
And  there  the  temple,  where  the  fummon'd  Rate  *• 
In  deep  of  night  conven'd  :  ev'n  yet  methinks 
The  vehement  crater  in  rent  attire 
Perfuafion  poars,  ambition  fmks  her  crelt  j 
And  lo  the  villain,  like  a  troubled  fea. 
That  tofTes  up  her  mire  !  Ever  difguis'd. 
Shall  treafon  v/alk  ?  fhall  proud  oppreffion  yoke 
The  neck  of  virtue  ?  Lo  the  wretch,  abaih'd^ 
Self-betray'd  Catiline  !   O  Liberty, 
Parent  of  happinefs,  celellial-born; 
When  the  fir  ft  man  became  a  living  foul. 
His  facred  genius  thou;  be  Britain's  care; 
With  her  fecure^  prolong  thy  lov'd  retreat; 

*  The  Temple  of  Concord,  where  the  fenate  met  on 
Catiline's  confpiracy. 

Thence 
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Thence  blefs  mankind  ;  while  yet  among  her  fons> 

Ev'n  yet  there  are,  to  fhield  thine  equal  laws, 

Whofe  bofoms  kindle  at  the  facred  names 

Of  Cecil,  Raleigh,  Walfmgham,  and  Drake. 

May  others  more  delight  in  tuneful  airs ; 

In  niafque  and  dance  excel ;  to  fculptur'd  Hone 

Give  with  fuperior  Ikill  the  living  lookj 

More  pompous  piles  eredl,  or  pencil  foft 

With  warmer  touch  the  vifionary  board  : 

But  thou,  thy  nobler  Britons  teach  to  rule  ; 

To  check  the  ravage  of  tyrannic  fway  ; 

To  quell  the  proud j  to  fpread  the  joys  of  peace^ 

And  various  bleffings  of  ingenious  trade. 

Be  thefe  our  arts ;  and  ever  may  we  guards 

Ever  defend  thee  with  undaunted  heart. 

Ineftimablc  good  1  who  giv'il:  us  Truth, 

Whofe  hand  upleads  to  light,  divineit  Truth, 

Array'd  in  every  charm  :  whofe  hand  benign 

Teaches  unwearied  toil  to  cloath  the  fields. 

And  on  his  various  fruits  infcribes  the  name. 

Of  Property  :  O  nobly  hail'd  of  old 

By  thy  majeftic  daughters,  Judah  fair. 

And  Tyrus  and  Sidonia,  lovely  nymphs. 

And  Libya  bright,  and  all -enchanting  Greece^ 

Whofe  numerous  towns  and  ifles,  and  peopled  feas^. 

Rejoiced  around  her  lyre  ;  th'  heroic  note 

(Smit  with  fublime  delight)  Aufonia  caught. 

And  plann'd  imperial  Rome.     Thy  hand  benign 

Rear'd  up  her  towery  batdem.ents  in  ftrength ; 

Bent  her  wide  bridges  o'er  the  fv/elling  Ilream 

Gf 
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Of  Tufcan  Tiber ;  thine  thofe  folemn  domes 

Devoted  to  the  voice  of  humbler  prayer; 

And  thine  thofe  piles  *  undeck'd,  capacious,  vall^ 

In  days  of  dearth  where  tender  Charity 

Difpens'd  her  timely  fuccours  to  the  poor. 

Thine  too  thofe  mufically-falling  founts. 

To  flake  the  clammy  lip ;  adown  they  fall, 

Mulical  ever;  while  from  yon  blue  hills. 

Dim  in  the  clouds,  the  radiant  aquedufts. 

Turn  their  innumerable  arches  o'er 

The  fpacious  defert,  brightening  in  the  fun. 

Proud  and  more  proud  in  their  augufi:  approach  : 

High  o'er  irriguous  vales  and  woods  and  towns. 

Glide  the  foft  whifpering  waters  in  the  wind,, 

And  here  united  pour  their  filver  llream.s 

Among  the  figur'd  rocks,  in  murmuring  falls> 

Mufical  ever.     Thefe  thy  beauteous  works  l 

And  what  befide  felicity  could  tell 

Of  human  benefit :  more  late  the  reft  ; 

At  various  times  their  turrets  chanc'd  to  rife,.  J 

When  impious  tyranny  vouchfaf 'd  to  fmile.  j 

Behold  by  Tiber's  flood,  where  m-odern  Rome  f 
Couches  beneath  the  ruins  :  there  of  old 
With  arms  and  trophies  gleam'd  the  field  of  Mars  i 
There  to  their  daily  fports  the  noble  youth 
Rufli'd  emulous ;  to  fling  the  pointed  lance  ; 

•  The  public  granaries. 
t  Modern  Rome  ftands    chieSy   on   the   old   Campus  -' 
Martiusa 
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To  vault  the  fteed ;  or  with  the  kindling  wheel 

In  dufry  whirlwinds  fweep  the  trembling  goal; 

Or  wreftiing,  cope  with  adverfe  fwelling  breafts. 

Strong  grappling  arms,  clofe  heads,  and  dilrant  feet; 

Or  clalli  the  lifted  gauntlets:  there  they  form'd 

Their  ardent  virtues :  in  the  bofly  piles. 

The  proud  triumphal  arches ;  all  their  wars. 

Their  conquefts,  honours,  in  the  fculptures  live. 

And  fee  from  every  gate  thofe  ancient  roads. 

With  tombs  high  verg'd,  the  folemn  paths  of  Fame : 

Deferve  they  not  regard?   O'er  whofe  broad  flints 

Such  crowds  have  roll'd,  io  many  ftorms  of  war; 

So  manypompis;  fo  many  wondering  realms: 

Yet  Hill  through  mountains  pierc'd,  o'er  vallies  rais'd. 

In  even  Hate,  to  diftant  feas  around. 

They  llretch  their  pavements.    Lo,  the  fane  of  Peace, 

Built  by  that  prince,  who  to  the  truil  of  power  * 

Was  honeft,  the  delight  of  human-kind. 

Three  nodding  ifles  remain  ;  the  reft  an  heap 

Of  fand  and  weeds;  her  fhrincs,  her  radiant  roofs. 

And  columns  proud,  that  from  her  fpacious  floor. 

As  from  a  fliining  fea,  majeftic  rofe 

An  hundred  foot  aloft,  like  ftately  beech 

Around  the  brim  of  Dion's  glafly  lake. 

Charming  the  mimic  painter :  on  the  walls 

Hung  Salem's  facred  fpoils ;  the  golden  board. 

And  golden  trumpets,  now  conceal'd  entomb'd 

By  the  funk  roof. — O'er  which  in  diftant  view 


Begun  by  Vcfpafian,  and  finifhed  by  Tituf. 

Th'   m 
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Th'  Etrufcan  mountains  fvvell,  with  ruins  crown'd 
Of  ancient  towns ;  and  blue  S oracle  fpires. 
Wrapping  his  fides  in  tempefts.     Eaftvvard  hence. 
Nigh  where  the  Ceftian  pyramid  divides  * 
The  mouldering  wall,  beyond  yon  fabrick  huge, 
Whofe  dull  the  folemn  antiquarian  turns. 
And  thence,  in  broken  fculptures  caft  abroad. 
Like  Sibyl's  leaves,  colle6ls  the  builder's  name 
Rejoic'd,  and  the  green  medals  frequent  found 
Doom  Caracalla  to  perpetual  fame : 
The  irately  pines,  that  fpread  their  branches  wide 
In  the  dun  ruins  of  its  ample  halls,  f 
Appear  but  tufts ;  as  may  whate'er  is  high 
5ink  in  comparifon,  minute  and  vile. 

Thefe,  and  unnumber'd,  yet  their  brows  uplift. 
Rent  of  their  graces ;  as  Britannia's  oaks 
On  Merlin's  mount,  or  Snowden's  rugged  fides, 
•  Stand  in  the  clouds,  their  branches  fcatter'd  round. 
After  the  tempeft ;  Maufoleums,  Cirques, 
Naumachios,  Forums  ;  Trajan's  column  tall. 
From  whofe  low  bafe  the  fculptures  wind  aloft. 
And  lead  through  various  toils,  up  the  rough  lleep. 
Its  hero  to  the  fkies :  and  his  dark  tower  X 
Whofe  execrable  hand  the  city  fir'd. 
And  while  the  dreadful  conflagration  blaz'd, 

*  The  tomb  of  Ceflius,  partly  within  and  partly  without 
the  walls. 

t  The  baths  of  Caracalla,  a  vaft  ruin. 
I  Nero's. 

Play'd 
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Play'd  to  the  flames;  and  Phoebus'  Ictter'd  dome;  * 

And  the  rough  reliques  of  Carinse's  ftreet. 

Where  now  the  ihepherd  to  his  nibbling  (heep 

Sits  piping  with  his  oaten  reed;  as  erll 

There  pip'd  the  Ihepherd  to  his  nibbling  Iheep, 

When  th'  humble  roof  Anchifes'  fon  explor'd 

Of  good  Evander,  wealth-defpifing  king. 

Amid  the  thickets:  fo  revolves  the  fcene; 

So  time  ordains,  who  rolls  the  things  of  pride 

From  dull  again  to  dull.     Behold  that  heap 

Of  mouldering  urns  (their  allies  blown  away. 

Dull;  of  the  mighty)  the  fame  ftory  tell ; 

And  at  its  bafe,  from  whence  the  ferpent  glides 

Down  the  green  defert  ftreet,  yon  hoary  monk 

Laments  the  fame,  the  vifion  as  he  views. 

The  folitary,  filent,  folemn  fcene. 

Where  Cajfars,  heroes,  peafants,  hermits  lie. 

Blended  in  dull  together ;  where  the  flave 

Refts  from  his  labours;  where  th'  infulting  proud 

Religns  his  power;  the  mifer  drops  his  hoard; 

Where  human  folly  deeps. — There  is  a  mood, 

(1  fing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  young) 

There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancholy. 

That  wings  the  foul,  and  points  her  to  the  Ikies ; 

When  tribulation  cloaths  the  child  of  man. 

When  age  defcends  with  forrow  to  the  grave, 

'Tis  fweetly-foothing  fympathy  to  pain, 

A  gently-wakening  call  to  health  and  eafe. 


The  Palatin  library. 
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How  mufical !  when  all-devouring  Time, 

Here  fitting  on  his  throne  of  ruins  hoar. 

While  winds  and  tempeils  fweep  his  various  lyre. 

How  fweet  thy  diapafon.  Melancholy  1 

Cool  evening  comes;  the  fetting  fun  difplays 

His  vifible  great  round  between  yon  towers, 

As  through  two  ihady  cliffs ;  away,  my  Mufe, 

Though  yet  the  profpedl:  pleafes,  ever  new 

In  vail  variety,  and  yet  delight 

The  many-figur'd  fculptures  of  the  path 

Half  beaateous,  half  effac'd  ;  the  traveller 

Such  antique  m.arbles  to  his  native  land 

Oft  hence  conveys;  and  every  realm  and  ftate 

With  Rome's  auguft  remains,  heroes  and  gods. 

Deck  their  long  galleries  and  winding  groves ; 

Vet  mifs  we  not  th'  innumerable  thefts. 

Yet  ftill  profufe  of  graces  teems  the  waile. 

Suffice  it  now  th'  Efquilian  mount  to  reach 
With  weary  wing,  and  feek  the  facred  re  lis 
Of  Maro's  humble  tenement;  a  low 
Plain  wall  remains  ;  a  little  fun-gilt  heap, 
Grotefque  and  wild;  the  gourd  and  olive  brown 
Weave  the  light  roof :  the  gourd  and  olive  fan 
Their  amorous  foliage,  mingling  with  the  vine. 
Who  drops  her  purple  cluilers  through  the  green. 
Here  let  me  lie,  with  pleafmg  fancy  footh'd  : 
Here  flow'd  his  fountain ;  here  his  laurels  grew; 
Here  oft  the  meek  good  man,  the  lofty  bard 
Fram'd  the  celellial  fong,  or  focial  walk'd 
With  Horace  and  the  ruler  of  the  world : 

Happy 
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Happy  Augullus  !  who  fo  well  infpir'd 
Could'fl  throw  thy  pomps  and  royalties  afide. 
Attentive  to  the  wife,  the  great  of  foul. 
And  dignify  thy  mind.     Thrice  glorious  days, 
Aufpicious  to  the  Mufes  !  then  rever'd. 
Then  hallow'd  was  the  fount,  or  fecret  fhade. 
Or  open  mountain,  or  whatever  fcene 
The  Poet  chofe,  to  tune  th'  ennobling  rhlme 
Melodious  ;  ev'n  the  rugged  fons  of  war, 
Ev'n  the  rude  hinds  rever'd  the  Poet's  name  .' 
But  now — another  age,  alas  1  is  ours — 
.  Yet  will  the  Mufe  a  litde  longer  foar, 
Unlefs  the  clouds  of  care  weigh  down  her  wing. 
Since  nature's  {lores  are  fhut  with  cruel  hand. 
And  each  aggrieves  his  brother  ;  fmce  in  vain 
,   The  thirlly  pilgrim  at  the  fountain  afks 
'  Th'  o'erflowing  wave — Enough — the  plaint  difdaln.— « 

See'll  thou  yon  fane  ?  ev'n  now  inceifant  time  * 
I  Sweeps  her  low  mouldering  marbles  to  the  dull,- 
^  And  Phoebus'  temple,  nodding  with  its  woods> 
f  Threatens  huge  ruin  o'er  the  fmall  rotund. 
]  'Twas  there  beneath  a  fig-tree's  umbrage  broad, 
r  Th'  allonifli'd  f^^ains  with  reverend  awe  beheld 
Thee,  O  Quirinus,  and  thy  brother- twin, 
Preffing  the  teat  within  a  monfter's  grafp 
Sportive ;  while  oft  the  gaunt  and  rugged  wolf 
Turn'd  her  ftretch'd  neck  and  form'd  your  tender  limbs; 
So  taught  of  Jove,  ev'n  the  fell  favage  fed 

*  The  temple  of  Romulus  and  Remus  under  Mount 
Palatin. 
Vol.  LVIII.  K  Your 
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Your  faci-ed  infancies,  your  virtues,  toils. 
The  conquefts,  glories,  of  th*  Aufonian  ftate, 
Wrap'd  in  their  fecret  feeds.     Each  kindred  foul, 
Robufl:  and  llout,  ye  grapple  to  your  hearts. 
And  little  Rome  appears.     Her  cots  arife. 
Green  twigs  of  ofier  weave  the  ilender  walls. 
Green  rulhes  fpread  the  roofs ;  and  here  and  there 
Opens  beheath  the  rock  the  gloomy  cave. 
Elate  with  joy  Etrufcan  Tiber  views 
Her  fpreading  fcenes  enameling  his  waves. 
Her  huts  and  hollow  dells,  and  flocks  and  herds. 
And  gathering  fwains  ;  and  rolls  his  yellow  car 
To  Neptune's  court  with  more  majefiic  train. 

Her  fpeedy  growth  alarm'd  the  ftates  around. 
Jealous ;  yet,  foon  by  wondrous  virtue  won. 
They  fmk  into  her  bofom.     From  the  plough 
Rofe  her  didators  ;  fought,  o'ercame,  return'd. 
Yes,  to  the  plough  return'd,  and  hpdl'd  their  peers  ; 
For  then  no  private  pomp,  no  houfiiold  Hate, 
The  public  only  fwell'd  the  generous  breaft. 
Who  has  not  heard  the  Fabian  heroes  fung  ? 
Dentatus'  fears,  or  Mutias'  flaming  hand  ? 
How  Manlius  fav'd  the  capitol  ?  the  choice 
Of  Heady  Regulus  ?  As  yet  they  flood, 
Simple  of  life  ;  as  yet  feducing  wealth 
Was  unexplor'd,  and  fliame  of  poverty 
Yet  unimagin'd— Shine  not  all  the  fields 
With  various  fruitage  ?  murmur  not  the  brooks 
Along  the  flowery  vallies  >  They,  content, 
Feafled  at  nature's  hand,  indelicate, 

Blithe, 
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oiithe,  in  their  eafy  taile  ;  and  only  fought 
To  know  their  duties ;  that  their  only  ftrife. 
Their  generous  ftrife,  and  greatly  to  perform. 
They  through  all  ihapes  of  peril  and  of  pain. 
Intent  on  honour,  dar'd  in  thickefl  death 
To  fnatch  the  glorious  deed.     Nor  Trebia  quell'd. 
Nor  Thrafymene,  nor  Cannae's  bloody  field. 
Their  dauntlefs  courage  ;  ftorming  Hannibal 
In  vain  the  thunder  of  the  battle  roll'd. 
The  Thunder  of  the  battle  they  return'd 
Back  on  his  Punick  fhores  ;  till  Carthage  fell. 
And  danger  fled  afar.    The  city  gleam'd 
With  precious  fpoils  :  alas,  profperity  ! 
Ah,  baneful  ftate  !  yet  ebb'd  not  all  their  ftrength 
In  foft  luxurious  pleafures  ;  proud  dcfire 
Of  boundlefs  fway,  and  feverilh  thirll  of  gold, 
Rouz'd  them  again  to  battle.     Beauteous  Greece, 
Torn  from  her  joys,  in  vain  with  languid  arm 
Half  rais'd  her  rufty  Ihield  ;  nor  could  avail 
The  fword  of  Dacia,  nor  the  Parthian  dart; 
Nor  yet  the  car  of  that  fam'd  Britilli  chief. 
Which  feven  brave  years  beneath  the  doubtleu  wing 
Of  \'idory,  dreadful  roll'd  its  griding  wheels 
Over  the  bloody  vvar  :  the  Roman  arms 
Triumph'd,  till  Fame  was  filent  to  their  foe?. 
And  now  the  world  unrival'd  they  enjoy 'd 
In  proud  fecurity  :  the  crefted  helm. 
The  plated  greave  and  corfelet  hung  unbrac'd  ; 
Nor  clank'd  their  arms,  the  fpear  and  founding  fhleld. 
But  on  the  glittering  trophy  to  the  wind. 

K  2  DiiTolv'd 


132  DYER'S      POEMS. 

DiiToh^'d  in  eafe  and  foft  delights  they  lie. 
Till  every  fun  annoys,  and  every  wind 
Has  chilling  force,  and  every  rain  offends : 
For  now  the  frame  no  more  is  girt  with  llrength 
Mafculine,  nor  in  luftinefs  of  heart 
Laughs  at  the  winter  ilorm,  and  fummer-beam, 
Superior  to  their  rage  :  enfeebling  vice 
Withers  each  nerve,  and  opens  every  pore 
To  painful  feeling  :  flowery  bowers  they  feek 
(As  sther  prompts,  as  the  fick  fenfe  approves) 
Or  cool  Nymphean  grots  ;  or  tepid  baths 
(Taught  by  the  foft  lonians)  they,  along 
The  lawny  vale,  of  every  beauteous  Hone, 
Pile  in  the  rofeat  air  with  fond  expence  : 
Through  filvcr  channels  glide  the  vagrant  waves. 
And  fail  on  filver  beds  cryiialline  dov\'n. 
Melodious  murmuring  ;  while  luxury 
Over  their  naked  limbs  with  wanton  hand. 
Sheds  rofes,  odours,  flieds  unheeded  bane. 

Swift  is  the  flight  of  wealth;  unnumber'd  wants. 
Brood  of  voluptuuufiiefs,  cry  out  aloud 
NecefTity,  and  feek  the  fplendid  bribe. 
The  citron  board,  the  bowl  embofs'd  with  gems. 
And  tender  foliage  wildly  wreath'd  around 
Of  feeming  ivy,  by  that  artful  hand, 
Corinthian  Thericles ;  whate'er  is  known 
Of  rareil:  acquifition  ;  Tyrian  garbs, 
Neptunian  Albion's  high  teflaceous  food. 
And  flavour'd  Chian  wines  with  incenfe  fum'd 
To  flake  Patrician  thirft ;  for  thefe,  their  rights 
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In  the  vile  ftreets  they  proflitute  to  fale ; 

Their  ancient  rights,  their  dignities,  their  h.wo. 

Their  native  glorious  freedom.     Is  there  none. 

Is  there  no  villain,  that  will  bind  the  neck 

Stretch'd  to  the  yoke?  they  come;  the  market  throngs, 

Eut  who  has  moft  by  fraud  or  force  amafsM  ? 

Who  moll  can  charm  corruption  with  his  doles  ? 

He  be  the  monarch  of  the  ftate ;  and  lo  ! 

Didius,  vile  ufurer,  though  the  crowd  he  mounti  *> 

Beneath  his  feet  the  Roman  eagle  cowers. 

And  the  red  arrows  fill  his  grafp  uncouth. 

O  Britons,  O  my  countrymen,  beware  ; 

Gird,  gird  your  hearts ;  the  Romans  once  were  free. 

Were  brave,  were  virtuous. — Tyranny  howe'er 

Deign'd  to  walk  forth  a  while  in  pageant  it:ui. 

And  with  licentious  pleafures  fed  the  rout. 

The  thoughtlefs  many  :  to  the  wanton  found 

Of  fifes  and  drums  they  danc'd,  or  in  the  iliade 

Sung  Csfar,  great  and  terrible  in  war. 

Immortal  Csfar  !  Lo,  a  God,  a  God> 

He  cleaves  the  yielding  Ikies  !   Caefar  meanwhile 

Gathers  the  ocean  pebbles ;  or  the  gnat 

Enrag'd  purfues ;  or  at  his  lonely  meal 

Starves  a  v/ide  province  ;  talles,  dillikes,  and  fiings 

To  dogs  and  fycophants.     A  God,  a  God  ! 

The  flowery  Ihndes  and  fhrines  obfcene  return. 

But  fee  along  the  North  the  tempefts  fweil 
O'er  the  rough  Alps,  and  darken  all  their  liio.vj  ; 

•  Didius  Julianus,  who  bought  the  empire. 

K  3  Sudden 
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Sudden  the  Goth  and  Vandal,  dreaded  names>  . 
Rufh  as  the  breach  of  waters,  whelming  all 
Their  domes,  their  villas ;  down  the  feltive  piles^, 
jyov/n  fall  their  Parian  porches,  gilded  baths. 
And  roll  before  the  ftorm  in  clouds  of  dull. 

Vain  end  of  human  ilrength,  of  human  ikill, 
Conqueil,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  pomp^, 
And  eafe,  and  luxury  !   O  luxury. 
Bane  of  elated  life,  of  affluent  Hates, 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thine  .' 
How  doth  thy  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind  1 
To  the  foft  entrance  of  thy  rofy  cave 
How  doft  thou  lure  the  fortunate  and  great ! 
Dreadful  attraction  I  wliiie  beliind  thee  gapes 
Th'  unfathomable  gulph  where  Afher  lies 
O'erwhelm'd,  forgotten;  and  high-boafting  Cham  ;. 
And  Elam's  haughty  pomp  ;  and  beauteous  Greece 
And  the  great  queen  of  earth,  imperial  Rome, 
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THE  fubjedl  propofed.  Dedicatory  addrefs.  Of 
paflures  in  general,  fit  for  fheep:  for  fine-wool'd 
fheep :  for  long-wool'd  fheep.  Defedls  of  paflures;, 
and  their  remedies.  Of  climates.  The  moifture  of 
the  Englifh  climate  vindicated.  Particular  beauties 
of  England  Different  kinds  of  Englifh  fneep :  the 
two  com^mon  forts  of  rams  defcribed.  Different 
kinds  of  foreign  fheep.  The  feveral  forts  of  food. 
The  diflempers  arinng  from  thence,  with  their  reme- 
dies. Sheep  led  by  inlHndl  to  their  proper  food  and 
phyfic.  Of  the  Ihepherd's  fcrip,  and  its  furniture. 
Care  of  fheep  in  tupping-time.  Of  the  callration  of' 
lambs,  and  the  folding  of  fheep.  Various  precepts 
relative  to  changes  of  weather  and  feafons.  Parti- 
cular care  of  new-fallen  lambs.  The  advantages 
and  fecurity  of  the  Englifn  fhepherd  above  thofe  in 
hotter  or  colder  climates ;  exemplified  with  refpedt 
to  Lapland,  Italy,  Greece,  and  Arabia.  Of  fheep- 
fKearing.  Song  on  that  occafion.  Cuflom  in  Wales 
of  fprinkling  the  rivers  with  flowers.  Sheep-fhear- 
ing  feafi  and  merriments  on  the  banks  of  the  Se^'ern. 
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^"T^HE  care  of  flieep,  the  labours  of  the  loom, 
-*-     And  arts  of  trade,  I  fing.     Ye  rural  nymphs. 
Ye  fwains,  and  princely  merchants,  aid  the  vcrfe. 
And  ye,  high-trufted  guardians  of  our  ifle. 
Whom  public  voice  approves,  or  lot  of  birth 
To  the  great  charge  aifigns :  ye  good,  of  all 
Degrees,  all  fedls,  be  prefent  to  my  fong. 
So  may  diftrefs,  and  wretchednefs,  and  want. 
The  wide  felicities  of  labour  learn : 
So  may  the  proud  attempts  of  relllefs  Gaul 
From  our  llrong  borders,  like  a  broken  wave^. 
In  empty  foam  retire.     But  chiefly  Thou, 
The  people's  fliepherd,  eminently  plac'd 
Over  the  numerous  fwains  of  every  vale. 
With  v/ell-permitted  power,  and  watchful  eye,. 
On  each  gay  field  to  fhed  beneficence, 
Celeftial  office  !  Thou  protect  the  fong. 

On  fpacious  airy  downs,  and  gentle  hills. 
With  grafs  and  thyme  o'erfpread,  and  clover  wild. 
Where  fmiling  Phoebus  tempers  every  breeze. 
The  fairell  flocks  rejoice  !  they,  nor  of  halt. 
Hydropic  tumours,  nor  of  rot,  complain ; 
Evils  deform'd  and  foul :  nor  with  hoarfe  cough 
Diilurb  the  mufic  of  the  pafloral  pipe ; 
But,  crouding  to  the  note,  with  filence  foft 
The  clofe -woven  carpet  graze ;  where  Nature  blends 
Flowrets  and  herbage  of  minuteft  iize. 
Innoxious  luxury.     Wide  airy  downs 
Are  Health's  gay  walks  to  Ihepherd  and  to  flieep. 

All 
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All  arid  foils,  with  fand,  or  chalky  Pint, 
Or  fhells  deluvian  mingled;  and  the  turf. 
That  mantles  over  rocks  of  brittle  ftone. 
Be  thy  regard:  and  where  low-tufted  broom. 
Or  box,  or  berry 'd  juniper  arife;  -^' 

Or  the  tall  growth  of  gloHy-rinded  beech ; 
And  where  the  burrowing  rabbit  turns  the  duft ; 
And  where  the  dappled  deer  delights  to  bound. 

Such  are  the  downs  of  Banftead,  edg'd  with  woods> 
And  towery  villas ;  fuch  Dorcellrian  fields, 
Whofe  flocks  innumerous  whiten  all  the  land : 
Such  thofe  flow- climbing  wilds,  that  lead  the  fl:ep 
Infenfibly  to  Dover's  windy  cliff. 
Tremendous  height !  and  fuch  the  clover'd  lawns 
And  funny  mounts  of  beauteous  Normanton*, 
Health's  chearful  haunt,  and  the  feleded  v/alk 
Of  Heathcote's  leifure  :  fuch  the  fpacious  plain 
Of  Sarum,  fpread  like  Ocean's  boundlefs  rounds 
Where  folitary  Stonehenge,  grey  with  m.ofs. 
Ruin  of  ages,  nods  :  fuch  too  the  leas 
And  ruddy  tilth,  which  fpiry  Rofs  beholds. 
From  a  green  hilloc,  o'er  her  lofty  elms ; 
And  Lemlter's  brooky  traft,  and  airy  Croft  f-^ 
And  fuch  Harleian  Eywood's  f  fwelling  turf, 
Wav'd  as  the  billows  of  a  rolling  fea : 

*  A  feat  of  Sir  John  Heathcote  in  Rutlandfhire. 
t  A  feat  of  Sir  Archer  Croft. 
\  Of  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 

And 
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And  Shobden  *,  for  its  lofty  terrace  fam'd. 
Which  from  a  mountain's  ridge,  elate  o'er  woods 
And  girt  with  all  Siluria  f ,  fees  around 
Regions  on  regions  blended  in  the  clouds. 
Pleafant  Siluria,  land  of  various  views. 
Hills,  rivers,  woods,  and  lawns,  and  purple  groves 
Pomaceous,  mingled  with  the  curling  growth 
Of  tendril  hops,  that  flaunt  upon  their  poles. 
More  airy  wild  than  vines  along  the  fides 
Of  treacherous  Falernum  f  ;  or  that  hill 
Vefuvius,  where  the  bovvers  of  Bacchus  rcfe. 
And  Herculanean  and  Pompeian  domes. 

But  if  thy  prudent  care  would  cultivate 
Leicellrian  fleeces,  what  the  fmewy  arm 
Combs  through  the  fpiky  fteel  in  lengthened  flakes  $ 
Rich  faponaceous  loam,  that  flovvly  drinks 
The  blackening  fliower,  and  fattens  with  the  draughty. 
Or  marie  with  clay  deep-mix'd,  be  then  thy  choice. 
Of  one  confluence,  one  complexion,  fpread 
Through  all  thy  glebe;  where  no  deceitful  veins 
Of  envious  gravel  lurk  beneath  the  turf. 
To  loofe  the  creeping  waters  from  their  fprings> 
Tainting  the  pafl:urage  :  and  let  thy  fields 

*  A  feat  of  Lord  Bateman, 

f  Siluria,  the  part  of  England  which  lies  well  of  the 
Severn,  viz.  Herefordfhire,  Monmouthrnire,  &c. 

J  Treacherous  Falernum,  becaufe  part  of  the  hills  of 
Falernum  was  many  years  ago  overturned  by  an  eruption  of 
fire,  and  is  now  an  high  and  barren  mount  of  cinders,  Gal~ 
led  Monte  Novo. 

In 
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In  flopes  defcend  and  mount,  that  chilling  rains 
May  trickle  ofF,  and  haften  to  the  brooks. 

Yet  fome  defeft  in  all  on  earth  appears ; 
All  feek  for  help,  all  prefs  for  focial  aid. 
Too  cold  tiie  grafTy  mantle  of  the  marl. 
In  ftormy  winter's  long  and  dreary  nights. 
For  cumbent  ftieep  ;  from  broken  flumber  oft 
They  rife  benumb'd,  and  vainly  ihift  the  couch; 
Their  wafced  fides  their  evil  plight  declare. 
Hence,  tender  in  his  care,  the  Ihepherd  fvvain 
Seeks  each  contrivance.     Here  it  would  avail. 
At  a  meet  diftance  from  the  upland  ridge. 
To  fmk  a  trench,  and  on  the  hedge-long  bank 
Sow  frequent  fand,  with  lime,  and  dark  manure; 
Which  to  the  liquid  element  will  yield 
A  porous  way,  a  paffage  to  the  foe. 
Plough  not  fuch  paftures :  deep  in  fpungy  grafs 
The  oldeft  carpet  is  the  warmeft  lair. 
And  foundefl ;  in  new  herbage  coughs  are  heard. 

Nor  love  too  frequent  Ihelter:  fuch  as  decks 
The  vale  of  Severn,  Nature's  garden  wide, 
By  the  blue  ileeps  of  diftant  Malvern  *  vvall'd 
Solem.nly  vail.     The  trees  of  various  fhade. 
Scene  behind  fcene,  with  fair  delufive  pomp 
Enrich  the  profpecl,  but  they  rob  the  lawns. 
Nor  prickly  bramble,  white  with  woolly  theft. 
Should  tuft  thy  fields.     Applaud  not  the  remils 
Dimetians  f ,  who,  along  their  molly  dales, 

*  Malvern,  a  high  ridge  of  hills  near  Worcefter, 
t  Dimetia,  Caermarthenfhire  in  South  Wales. 
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Confume,  like  grafshoppers,  the  fummer  hour ; 

While  round  them  ftubborn  thorns  and  furze  increafe 

And  creeping  briars.     I  knew  a  careful  fwain. 

Who  gave  them  to  the  crackling  flames,  and  fpread 

Their  dull  fahne  upon  the  deepening  grafs : 

And  oft  with  labor-flrengthen'd  arm  he  deiv'd 

The  draining  trench  acrofs  his  verdant  Hopes, 

To  intercept  the  fmall  meandring  rills 

Of  upper  hamlets :  haughty  trees,  that  four 

The  fhaded  grafs,  that  weaken  thorn-fet  moiyids 

And  harbour  villain  crows,  he  rare  allow'd : 

Only  a  flender  tuft  of  ufeful  afh. 

And  mingled  beech  and  elm.,  fccurely  tall. 

The  little  fmiling  cottage  warm  embower'd ; 

The  little  fmiling  cottage,  where  at  eve 

He  meets  his  rofy  children  at  the  door, 

Prattling  their  v/elcomes,  and  his  honell  wife. 

With  good  brown  cake  and  bacon  flice,  intent 

To  cheer  his  hunger  after  labour  hard-, 

Nor  only  foil,  there  alfo  mull  be  found 
Felicity  of  clime,  and  afped  bland. 
Where  gentle  fheep  may  nourifli  locks  of  price. 
In  vain  the  filken  fleece  on  windy  brows,  ' 
And  northern  flopes  of  cloud-dividing  hills 
Is  fought,  though  foft  Iberia  fpreads  her  lap 
Beneath  their  rugged  feet,  and  names  their  heights 
Bifcaian  or  Segovian.     Bothnic  realms. 
And  dark  Norwegian,  with  their  choiceft  fields. 
Dingles,  and  dells,  by  lofty  fir  embower'd, 
Jn  vain  the  bleaters  court.     Alike  they  fhun 

Libya's 
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Libya's  hot  plains:  what  taile  have  they  for  groves 
Of  palm,  or  yellow  duft  of  gold  ?  no  more 
Food  to  the  flock,  than  to  the  mifer  wealth. 
Who  kneels  upon  the  glittering  heap,  and  llarves. 
Ev'n  Gallic  Abbeville  the  fhining  fleece. 
That  richly  decorates  her  loom,  acquires 
Bafely  from  Albion,  by  th'  enfnaring  bribe. 
The  bait  of  avarice,  wliich,  with  felon  fraud, 
jfor  its  own  wanton  mouth,  from  tlioufands  Heals, 

How  erring  oft  the  judgment  in  its  hate. 
Or  fond  defire  !   Thofe  llow-defcending  fhowers, 
Thofe  hovering  fogs,  that  bathe  our  growing  vales 
In  deep  November  (loath'd  by  trifling  Gaul, 
Effeminate),  are  gifts  the  Pleiads  flied, 
Britannia's  handmaids.     As  the  beverage  falls, 
Ker  hills  rejoice,  her  valleys  laugh  and  flng. 

Hail,  noble  Albion;  v/here  no  golden  mines. 
No  foft  perfumes,  nor  oils,  nor  myrtle  bowers. 
The  vigorous  frame  and  lofty  heart  of  man 
"Enervate  :  round  whofe  Hern  cerulean  brows 

"iiite-wLnged  fuow,  and  cloud,  and  pearly  rain. 
Frequent  attend,  with  folemn  majefty : 
Rich  Queen  of  Mills  and  Vapours  1  Thefe  thy  fons 
With  their  cool  arms  comprefs ;  and  twill  their  nerves  ' 
For  deeds  of  excellence  and  high  renown. 
Thus    form'd,    our    Edwards,    Henrys,    Churchills, 

Blakes, 
Our  Lockes,  our  Newtons,  aiid  our  Miltons,  rofe. 

See  the  fun  gleams;  the  living  paftures  rife. 
After  the  nurture  of  the  fallen  fliower. 

How 
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How  beautiful !  how  blue  th'  ethereal  vault. 

How  verdurous  the  lawns,  how  clear  the  brooks  I 

Such  noble  warlike  fteeds,  fuch  herds  of  kine. 

So  fleck,  fo  vaft ;  fuch  fpacious  flocks  of  flieep, 

Like  flakes  of  gold  illumining  the  green. 

What  other  paradife  adorn  but  thine, 

Britannia  ?  happy,  if  thy  fons  would  know 

Their  happinefs.     To  thefe  thy  naval  fl:ream3» 

Thy  frequent  towns  fuperb  of  bufy  trade. 

And  ports  magnific  add,  and  ftately  fliips, 

Innumerous.     But  whither  flrays  my  Mufe  ? 

Pleas'd,  like  a  traveller  upon  the  fl:rand 

Arriv'd  of  bright  Augufta :  wild  he  roves. 

From  deck  to  deck,  through  groves  immenfe  of  mafts; 

'Mong  crouds,  bales,  cars,  the  wealth  of  either  Ind ; 

Through  wharfs,  and  fquares,  and  palaces,  and  domes, 

In  fweet  furprize  ;  unable  yet  to  fix 

His  raptur'd  mind,  or  fcan  in  order'd  courfe 

Each  objeft  flngly  ;  with  difcoveries  new 

His  native  country  lludious  to  enrich. 

Ye  fliepherds,  if  your  labours  hope  fuccefs. 
Be  firil  your  purpofe  to  procure  a  breed. 
To  foil  and  clime  adapted.     Every  foil 
And  clime,  ev'n  every  tree  and  herb,  receives 
Its  habitant  peculiar:  each  to  each. 
The  Great  Invifible,  and  each  to  all. 
Through  earth,  and  fea,  and  air,  harmonious  fuits, 
Tempelluous  regions,  Darwent's  *  naked  peaks,  ■ 

*  Darwent's  naked  peaks,  the  peaks  of  Derbyflilre. 

Snowden 
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Snowdon  *  and  blue  Plynlymmon  *,  and  the  wide 
Aerial  fides  of  Cader-yddris  *  huge  ; 
Thefe  are  beltow'd  on  goat-horn'd  Iheep,  of  fleece 
Hairy  and  coarfe,  of  long  and  nimble  fnank. 
Who  rove  o'er  bog  or  heath,  and  graze  or  brouzc 
Alternate,  to  collect,  with  due  difpatch. 
O'er  the  bleak  wild,  the  thinly-fcatter'd  meaL 
But  hills  of  milder  air,  that  gently  rife 
O'er  dewy  dales,  a  fairer  fpecies  boaft. 
Of  fhorter  limb,  and  frontlet  more  ornate  ; 
Such  the  Silurian.     If  thy  farm  extends 
Near  Cotfwold  downs,  or  the  delicious  groves 
Of  Symmonds,  honour'd  through  the  fandy  foil 
Of  elmy  Rofs  f,  or  Devon's  myrtle  vales. 
That  drink  clear  rivers  near  the  glafly  fea ; 
Regard  this  fort,  and  hence  thy  fire  of  lambs 
Seleft:  his  tawny  fleece  in  ringlets  curls; 
Long  fwings  his  flender  tail ;  his  front  is  fenc'd 
With  horns  Ammonian,  circulating  twice 
Around  each  open  ear,  like  thofe  fair  fcrolls 
That  grace  the  columns  of  th'  Ionic  dome. 

Yet  fnould  thy  fertile  glebe  be  marly  clay. 
Like  Melton  pailures,  or  Tripontian  fields  J, 
Where  ever-gliding  Avon's  iinipid  wave 
Thwarts  the  long  courfe  of  dufty  Watling-flreet ; 

*  Snowdon,  PI)Tnlymmon,  and  Cader-yddris,  high  hlllg 
in  North  Wales. 

f  A  town  in  Herefordfhire. 

%  Tripontian  fields,  the  country  between  Rugby,  In 
Warwickfhire,  and  Lutterworth,  in  Lelcefterfhirc. 

Vo:..  LA-  111.  h  TVit 
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That  larger  fort,  of  head  defencelefs,  feek, 

V/hofe  fleece  is  deep  and  clammy,  clofe  and  plain : 

The  ram  fhort-limb'd,  whofe  form  compad  defcribes 

One  level  line  along  his  fpacious  back  ; 

Of  full  and  ruddy  eye,  large  ears,  ftretch'd  head, 

Noftrils  dilated,  breait  and  fhoulders  broad. 

And  fpacious  haunches,  and  a  lofty  dock. 

Thus  to  their  kindred  foil  and  air  induc'd. 
Thy  thriving  herd  will  blefs  thy  ficilful  care. 
That  copies  Nature  :  who,  in  every  change. 
In  each  variety,  with  Wifdom  works. 
And  powers  diverfify'd  of  air  and  foil. 
Her  rich  materials.     Hence  Sabsa's  rocks, 
Chaldaea's  marl,  ^gyptus'  water 'd  loam. 
And  dry  Gyrene's  fand,  in  climes  alike. 
With  different  ftores  fupply  the  marts  of  trade. 
Hence  Zembla's  icy  tradls  no  bleaters  hear ; 
Small  are  the  Ruffian  herds,  and  harih  their  fleece  ; 
Of  light  efteem  Germanic,  far  remote 
From  foft  fea-breezes,  open  winters  mild. 
And  fummers  bath'd  in  dew  :  on  Syrian  ftieep 
The  coflly  burden  only  loads  their  tails  : 
No  locks  Cormandel's,  none  Malacca's  tribe 
Adorn  ;  but  flcek  of  flix,  and  brown  like  deer. 
Fearful  and  fl\epherdlefs,  they  bound  along 
The  fands.     No  fleeces  wave  in  torrid  climes. 
Which  verdure  boaft  of  trees  and  flirubs  alone. 
Shrubs  aromatic,  caufee  wild,  or  thea. 
Nutmeg,  or  cinnamon,  or  fiery  clove. 
Unapt  to  feed  the  ileece.    The  food  of  wool 

Is 
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Is  gT3.Cs  or  herbage  (ofz,  that  ever  blooms 
In  temperate  air,  in  the  delicious  downs 
Of  Albion,  on  the  banks  of  all  her  ftreams. 
Of  grades  are  unniimber'd  kinds,  and  all 
(Save  where  foul  waters  linger  on  the  turf) 
Salubrious.     Early  mark,  when  tepid  gleams 
Oft  mingle  with  the  pearls  of  fummer  Ihowers, 
And  fwell  too  hailily  the  tender  plains  : 
Then  fnatch  away  thy  iheep  ;  beware  the  rot ; 
And  v/ith  deterfive  bay-falt  rub  their  mouths ; 
Or  urge  them  on  a  barren  bank  to  feed. 
In  Hunger's  kind  diftrefs,  on  tedded  hay  ; 
Or  to  the  marifh  guide  their  eafy  fteps. 
If  near  thy  tufted  crofts  the  broad  fea  fpreads. 
Sagacious  care  foreafls :  when  ftrong  difeafe 
Breaks  in,  and  ftains  the  purple  dreams  of  health. 
Hard  is  the  (Irife  of  art :  the  coughing  peft 
From  their  green  pafture  fweeps  whole  flocks  away. 
That  dire  diltemper  fometimes  may  the  fwain. 

Though  late,  difcern  ;  when  on  the  lifted  lid. 

Or  vifual  orb,  the  turgid  veins  are  pale  ; 

The  fwelling  liver  then  her  putrid  flore 

Begins  to  drink  :  ev'n  yet  thy  fkill  exert. 

Nor  fuffer  weak  defpair  to  fold  thy  arms  : 

Again  deterfive  fait  apply,  or  llied 

The  hoary  medicine  o'er  their  arid  food. 
In  cold  ilifF  foils  the  bleaters  oft  complain 

Of  gouty  ails,  by  fhepherds  term'd  the  halt: 

Thofe  let  the  neighbouring  fold  or  ready  crook 

Detain  ;  and  pour  into  their  cloven  feet 

L  2  Corvouvi 
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Corrofive  drugs,  deep-fearching  arfcnic, 

X)ry  alum,  verdigrife,  or  vitriol  keen. 

But  if  the  doubtful  mifchief  fcarce  appears, 

'Twill  ferve  to  fliift  them  to  a  dryer  turf. 

And  fait  again  :  th'  utility  of  fait 

Teach  thy  flow  fwains  :  redundant  humours  cold 

Are  the  difeafes  of  the  bleating  kind. 

Th'  infeftious  fcab,  arifing  from  extremes 

Of  want  or  furfeit,  is  by  water  cur'd 

Of  lime,  or  fodden  ftave-acre,  or  oil 

Difperfive  of  Norwegian  tar,  renown'd 

By  virtuous  Berkeley,  whcfe  benevolence 

Explor'd  its  powers,  and  eafy  medicine  thence 
Sought  for  the  poor  :  ye  poor,  with  grateful  voice. 

Invoke  eternal  blefTings  on  his  head. 

Sheep  alfo  pleurifies  and  droplies  know, 

Driv'n  oft  from  Nature's  path  by  artful  man. 

Who  blindly  turns  afide,  with  haughty  hand. 
Whom  facred  Inftind  would  fecurely  lead. 
But  thou,  more  humble  fwain,  thy  rural  gates 
Frequent  unbar,  and  let  thy  flocks  abroad. 
From  lea  to  croft,  from  mead  to  arid  field ; 
Noting  the  fickle  feafons  of  the  iky. 
Rain-fated  pallures  let  them  fhun,  and  feek 
Changes  of  herbage  and  falubrious  flowers. 
By  their  All-perfeft  Mailer  in'y  taught. 
They  beil  their  food  and  phyfic  can  difcern ; 
For  He,  Supreme  Exiftence,  ever  near. 
Informs  them.     O'er  the  vivid  green  obferve 
With  what  a  regular  confent  they  crop. 

At 
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At  every  fourth  colleclion  to  the  mouth, 
Unfavory  crow- flower;  whether  to  awake 
Languor  of  appetite  with  lively  change. 
Or  timely  to  repel  approaching  ills. 
Hard  to  determine.     Thou,  whom  nature  loves> 
And  with  her  falutary  rules  entruils. 
Benevolent  Mackenzie  *,  fay  the  caufe. 
This  truth  howe'er  Ihines  bright  to  human  fenfe  ^ 
Each  ftrong  afFeilion  of  th'  unconfcious  brute. 
Each  bent,  each  palfion  of  the  fmalleft  mite. 
Is  wifely  given  ;  harmonious  they  perform 
The  work  of  perfect  reafon  (bluih,  vain  man  !) 
And  turn  the  wheels  of  nature's  vail  machine. 

See  that  thy  fcrip  have  itore  of  healing  tar. 
And  marking  pitch  and  raddle  ;  nor  forget 
Thy  fheers  true  pointed,  nor  th'  officious  dog> 
Faithful  to  teach  thy  flragglers  to  return  : 
So  may'll  thou  aid  who  lag  along,  or  ileal 
Afide  into  the  furrows  or  the  fhades. 
Silent  to  droop  ;  or  who,  at  every  gate 
Or  hillock,  rub  their  fores  and  loofen'd  wooL. 
But  rather  thefe,  the  feeble  of  thy  flock, 
Banifli  before  th'  autumnal  months  :  ev'n  age 
Forbear  too  much  to  favour ;  oft  renew. 
And  through  thy  fold  let  joyous  youth  appear. 

Beware  the  feafon  of  imperial  love. 
Who  through  the  world  his  ardent  fpirit  pours ;: 

*  Dr.  Mackenzicj  late  of  Worcefler,  now  of  Drumfughy 
3uar  Edinburgh. 

L  ^,  Evti 
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Ev'n  fheep  are  then  intrepid  :  the  proud  ram 
With  jealous  eye  furveys  the  fpacious  field  ; 
All  rivals  keep  aloof,  or  defperate  war 
Suddenly  rages  ;  with  impetuous  force. 
And  fury  irrefiJftible,  they  dafh 
Their  hardy  frontlets ;  the  v/ide  vale  refounds  j 
The. flock  amaz'd  ftands  fafe  afar;  and  oft 
Each  to  the  other's  might  a  vidim  falls : 
As  fell  of  old,  before  that  engine's  fway. 
Which  hence  ambition  imitative  wrought. 
The  beauteous  towers  of  Salem  to  the  duft. 
Wife  cuftom,  at  the  fifth  or  fixth  return. 
Or  ere  they  'ave  paft  the  twelfth  of  orient  morn„ 
Caftrates  the  lambkins  ;  necefTary  rite. 
Ere  they  be  number'd  of  the  peaceful  herd. 
But  kindly  watch  whom  thy  fharp  hand  has  griev'd> 
hi  thofe  rough  months,  that  lift  the  turning  year  : 
Nat  tedious  is  the  office  ;  to  thy  aid 
Favonius  haftens ;  foon  their  wounds  he  heals. 
And  leads  them  fkipping  to  the  flowers  of  May  j 
May,  who  allows  to  fold,  if  poor  the  tilth. 
Like  that  of  dreary,  houfelefs,  common  fields. 
Worn  by  the  plough :  but  fold  on  fallows  dry. 
Enfeeble  not  thy  flock  to  feed  thy  land  : 
Nor  in  too  narrow  bounds  the  prifoners  croud  •► 
Nor  ape  the  wattled  fence,  while  balmy  morn 
Lies  on  the  reeking  pafture  ;  wait,  till  all 
The  cryftal  dews,  impearl'd  upon  the  grafs. 
Are  touch'd  by  Phcebus'  beams,  and  mount  aloft. 
With  various  clouds  to  paint  the  azure  &y» 

In 
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In  teizing  fly-time,  dank,  or  froflv  days. 
With  undluous  liquids,  or  the  lees  of  oil. 
Rub  their  foft  fkins,  between  the  parted  loc!:s ; 
Thus  the  Brigantes  *  ;  'tis  not  idle  pains  : 
Nor  is  that  fkiil  defpis'd,  which  trims  their  tails. 
Ere  fummer  heats,  of  filth  and  tagged  wool. 
Coolnefs  and  cleanlinefs  to  health  conduce. 

To  mend  thy  mounds,  to  trench,  to  clear,  to  foil 
Thy  grateful  fields,  to  medicate  thy  Iheep, 
Hurdles  to  weave,  and  chearly  ihelters  raife. 
Thy  vacant  hours  require  :  and  ever  learn 
Quick  other's  motion  :  oft  the  fcene  is  turn'd  ; 
Now  the  blue  vauk,  and  now  the  murky  cloud. 
Hail,  rain,  or  radiance  ;  thefe  the  moon  will  tell. 
Each  bird  and  beaft,  and  thefe  thy  fleecy  tribe  : 
When  high  the  fapphire  cope,  fupine  they  couch. 
And  chew  the  cud  delighted ;  but,  ere  rain. 
Eager,  and  at  unwonted  hour,  they  feed: 
SHght  not  tlie  warnijig;  foon  the  tempeft  rolL, 
Scattering  them  wide,  clofe  ruihing  at  the  heeU 
Of  th'  hurrying  o'ertaken  fwains  :  forbear 
Such  nights  to  fold  ;  fuch  nights  be  theirs  to  fliift 
On  ridge  or  hillock;  or  in  homelleads  foft. 
Or  fofter  cotes,  detain  them.     Is  thy  lot 
A  chill  penurious  turf,  to  all  thy  toils 
Untraftable  ?  Before  harih  wiater  drowns 
The  noify  dykes,  and  llarves  the  rufliy  glebe> 
Shift  the  frail  breed  to  fandy  hamlets  warm  : 

*  The  Inhabitants  of  York/hire. 
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There  let  them  fojourn,  till  gay  Procne  fklms 

The  thickening  verdure,  and  the  rifmg  flowers. 

And  while  departing  autumn  all  embrowns 

The  frequent-bitten  fields  ;  while  thy  free  hand 

Divides  the  tedded  hay  ;  then  be  their  feet 

Accuftom'd  to  the  barriers  of  the  rick. 

Or  feme  warm  umbrage  ;  left,  in  erring  fright, 

V/hen  the  broad  dazzling  fnows  defcend,  they  run 

Difpers'd  to  ditches,  where  the  fwelling  drift 

Wide  overwhelms  :  anxious,  the  fhepherd  fwains 

IfTue  with  axe  and  fpade,  and,  all  abroad. 

In  doubtful  aim.  explore  the  glaring  wafte  ; 

And  fome,  perchance,  in  the  deep  delve  upraife. 

Drooping,  ev'n  at  the  twelfth  cold  dreary  day. 

With  Hill  continued  feeble  pulfe  of  life ; 

The  glebe,  their  fleece,  their  flefli,  by  hunger  gnaw'd. 

Ah,  gentle  fhepherd,  thine  the  lot  to  tend. 
Of  all,  that  feel  diflrefs,  the  moH  affail'd. 
Feeble,  defencelefs  :  lenient  be  thy  care  : 
But  fpread  around  thy  tendereft  diligence 
In  ilowery  fpring-tirne,  when  the  new-dropt  Iamb, 
Tottering  with  weaknefs  by  his  mother's  fide. 
Feels  the  frefh  world  about  him ;  and  each  thorn. 
Hillock,  or  furrow,  trips  his  feeble  feet : 
O,  guard  his  meek  fweet  innocence  from  all 
Th'  innumerous  ills  that  rufli  around  his  life ; 
Mark  the  quick  kite,  with  beak  and  talons  prone,. 
Circling  the  fkies  to  fnatch  him  from  the  plain ; 
Obferve  the  lurking  crows  ;  beware  the  brake,. 
I'here  the  fty  fox  the  carelefs  minute  waits ; 

Nor 
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Nor  truft  thy  neighbour's  dog,  nor  earth,  nor  fky : 
Thy  bofom  to  a  thoufand  cares  divide. 
Eur  us  oft  flings  his  hail;  the  tardy  fields 
Pay  not  their  promis'd  food;  and  oft  the  dam 
O'er  her  weak  twins  with  empty  udder  mourns^, 
Or  fails  to  guard,  when  the  bold  bird  of  prey 
Alights,  and  hops  in  many  turns  around. 
And  tires  her  alfo  turning  :  to  her  aid 
Be  nimble,  and  the  weakeft,  in  thine  arms. 
Gently  convey  to  the  warm  cote,  and  oft. 
Between  the  lark's  note  and  the  nightingale 's^ 
His  hungry  bleating  Itill  with  tepid  milk : 
In  this  foft  office  may  thy  children  join^, 
And  charitable  habits  learn  in  fport : 
Nor  yield  him  to  himfelf,  ere  vernal  airs 
Sprinkle  thy  little  croft  with  daify  flowers. 
Nor  yet  forget  him  :  life  has  rifmg  ills : 
Variolas  as  aether  is  the  pafloral  care ; 
Through  flow  experience,  by  a  patient  breafl, 
Ths  whole  long  leflx)n  gradual  is  attain'd. 
By  precept  after  precept,  oft  receiv'd 
With  deep  attention:  fiich  as  Nuceus  *  flngs 
To  the  full  vale  near  Scare's  f  enamour'd  brookj 
While  all  is  fllence :  fvveet  Hincklean  fwain  ! 
Whom  rude  obfcurity  feverely  clafps : 
The  Mufe,  hov/e'er,  will  deck  thy  Ample  cell 
\With  purple  violets  and  primrofe  flowers, 
Well-pleas'd  thy  faithful  lefl^ons  to  repay. 

*  Mr.  Jofeph  Nutt,  an  eminent  apothecary  at  Hinckley; 
of  whom  fee  the  hiflory  of  ihat  time,  p.  187. 
t  Soare  a  river  in  Leicellerihire» 

Sheep 
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Sheep  no  extremes  can  bear :  both  heat  and  cold 
Spread  fores  cutaneous;  but,  more  frequent,  heat: 
The  fly-blown  vermin,  from  their  woolly  neft, 
Prefs  to  the  tortur'd  ikin,  and  flefh,  and  bone. 
In  littlenefs  and  number  dreadful  foes. 
Long  rains  in  miry  winter  caufe  the  halt; 
Rainy  luxuriant  fummers  rot  your  flock; 
And  all  excefs,  ev'n  of  falubrious  food. 
As  fure  dellroys,  as  famine  or  the  wolf. 
Inferior  theirs  to  man^s  world-roving  frame. 
Which  all  extremes  in  every  zone  endures. 

With  grateful  heart,  ye  Britifli  fwains,  enjoy 
Your  gentle  feafons  and  indulgent  clime. 
Lo,  in  the  fprinkling  clouds,  your  bleating  hills 
Rejoice  with  herbage,  while  the  horrid  rage 
Of  winter  irrefiiHble  o'erwhelms 
Th'  Hyperborean  trafts :  his  arrowy  frofts. 
That  pierce  through  flinty  rocks,  the  Lappian  flies ; 
And  burrows  deep  beneath  the  fnovvy  world; 
A  drear  abode,  from  rofe-difi^uflng  hours. 
That  dance  before  the  wheels  of  radiant  day. 
Far,  far  remote  ;  where,  by  the  fqualid  light 
Of  fcetid  oil  inflam'd,  fea-monller's  fpume. 
Or  fir-wood,  glaring  in  the  weeping  vault. 
Twice  three  flow  gloomy  months,  with  various  ills 
Sullen  he  ftruggles;  fuch  the  love  of  life  1 
His  lank  and  fcanty  herds  around  him  prefs. 
As,  hunger -flung,  to  gritty  meal  he  grinds 
The  bones  of  fiili,  or  inward  bark  of  trees. 
Their  common  fuftenance.    While  ye,  O  fwains. 

Ye. 


Book  L  T  H  E     F  L  E  E  C  E.  15- 

Ye,  happy  at  your  eafe,  behold  your  ilieep 

Feed  on  the  open  turf,  or  croud  the  tilth. 

Where,  thick  among  the  greens,  with  bufy  mouths 

They  fcoop  white  turnips  :  little  care  is  yours  j 

Only,  at  morning  hour,  to  interpofe 

Dry  food  of  oats,  or  hay,  or  brittle  llraw, 

The  watery  juices  of  the  bofTy  root 

Abforbing  :  or  from  noxious  air  to  fcreen 

Your  heavy  teeming  ewes,  with  wattled  fence 

Of  furze  or  copfe-wood,  in  the  lofty  field. 

Which  bleak  afcends  among  the  whirling  winds* 

Or,  if  your  fheep  are  of  Silurian  breed. 

Nightly  to  houfe  them  dry  on  fern  or  ftraw, 

Silkening  their  fleeces.     Ye,  nor  rolling  hut. 

Nor  watchful  dog,  require  ;  where  never  roar 

Of  favage  tears  the  air,  where  carelefs  night 

In  balmy  deep  lies  luU'd,  and  only  wakes 

To  plenteous  peace.     Alas !   o'er  warmer  zones 

Wild  terror  flrides :  their  ilubborn  rocks  are  rent; 

Their  mountains  fmk ;  their  yawning  caverns  flame  5 

And  fiery  torrents  roll  impetuous  down. 

Proud  cities  deluging  ;  Pompeian  towers. 

And  Herculanean,  and  what  riotous  flood 

In  Syrian  valley,  where  now  the  Dead  Sea 

'Mong  folitary  hills  infeclious  lies. 

See  the  fwift  furies,  famine,,  plague,  and  war. 
In  frequent  thunders  rage  o'er  neighbouring  realms, 
A.nd  fpread  their  plains  vvith  defolation  wide : 
Yet  your  mild  homerteads,  ever-bloming  fmile 
Among  embracing  woods ;  and  v/aft  on  high 

The 
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The  breath  of  plenty,  from  the  ruddy  tops 
Of  chimneys,  curling  o'er  the  gloomy  trees. 
In  airy  azure  ringlets,  to  the  iky. 
Nor  ye  by  need  are  urg'd,  as  Attic  fwains. 
And  Tarentine,  with  ikins  to  cloath  your  Iheep ; 
Expenfive  toil  j  howe'er  expedient  found 
In  fervid  climates,  while  from  Phoebus'  beams 
They  fled,  to  rugged  woods  and  tangling  brakes. 
But  thofe  expenfive  toils  are  now  no  more. 
Proud  tyranny  devours  their  flocks  and  herds : 
Nor  bleat  of  flieep  may  now,  nor  found  of  pipe^ 
Sooth  the  fad  plains  of  once  fweet  Arcady, 
The  Ihepherds'  kingdom :  dreary  folitude 
Spreads  o'er  Hymettus,  and  the  fliaggy  vale 
Of  Athens,  which,  in  folemn  filence,  flieds 
Her  venerable  ruins  to  the  duft. 

The  weary  Arabs  roam  from  plain  to  plain,. 
Guiding  the  languid  herd  in  quefb  of  food; 
And  Ihift  their  little  home's  uncertain  fcene 
With  frequent  farewell:  Grangers,  pilgrims  all^ 
As  were  their  fathers.     No  fweet  fall  of  rain 
May  there  be  heard;  nor  fweeter  liquid  lapfe 
Of  river,  o'er  the  pebbles  gliding  by 
In  murmurs :  goaded  by  the  rage  of  tliirfl. 
Daily  they  journey  to  the  diitant  clefts 
Of  craggy  rocks,  where  gloomy  palms  o'erhang 
The  ancient  wells,  deep  funk  by  toil  immenfe. 
Toil  of  the  patriarchs,  with  fublime  intent 
Therafelves  and  long  pollerity  to  ferve. 
There,  at  the  public  hour  of  fultry  noon> 

They 
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They  ihare  the  beverage,  when  to  watering  come. 

And  grateful  umbrage,  all  the  tribes  around. 

And  their  lean  flocks,  whofe  various  bleatin^s  fill 

The  echoing  caverns:  then  is  abfent  none. 

Fair  nymph  or  fliepherd,  each  infpiring  each 

To  wit,  and  fong,  and  dance,  and  active  feats ; 

In  the  fame  ruHic  fcene,  where  Jacob  won 

Fair  Rachael's  bofom,  when  a  rock's  vaft  weight 

From  the  deep  dark-mouth'd  well  his  frrength  remov'd» 

And  to  her  circling  flieep  refrelhment  gave. 

Such  are  the  perils,  fuch  the  toils  of  life. 
In  foreign  climes.     But  fpeed  thy  flight,  my  Mufe; 
Swift  turns  the  year;  and  our  unnumber'd  flocks 
On  fleeces  overgrown  uneafy  lie. 

Now,  jolly  fwains,  the  harvell  of  your  cares 
Prepare  to  reap,  and  feek  the  founding  caves 
Of  high  Brigantium  *,  where,  by  ruddy  flames, 
Vulcan's  ilrong  fons,  v/ith  nervous  arm,  around 
The  fieady  anvil  and  the  glaring  mafs. 
Clatter  their  heavy  hammers  down  by  turns. 
Flattening  the  fteel;  from  their  rough  hands  receive 
The  Iharpen'd  infl:rument,  that  from  the  fleck 
Severs  the  fleece.  \  If  verdant  elder  fpreads 
Her  filver  flowers ;  if  humble  daifles  yield 
To  yellow  crow-foot,  and  luxuriant  grafs, 
^Gay  ftiearing-time  approaches.     Firfl:,  howe'er, 

*  The  caves  of  Brigantium — the  forges  of  Sheffield,  In 
Yorkfhire,  where  the  Ihepherds  ftiears  and  all  edge-tools  are 
^nade. 

Drive 
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Drive  to  the  double  fold,  upon  the  brim 

Of  a  clear  river,  gently  drive  the  flock. 

And  plunge  them  one  by  one  into  the  flood: 

Plung'd  in  the  flood,  not  long  the  flruggler  finks. 

With  his  white  flakes,  that  gliften  through  the  tide : 

The  ilurdy  ruftic,  in  the  middle  wave. 

Awaits  to  feize  him  rifmg;  one  arm  bears 

His  lifted  head  above  the  limpid  ilream. 

While  the  full  clammy  fleece  the  other  laves 

Around,  laborious,  with  repeated  toil; 

And  then  refigns  him  to  the  funny  bank. 

Where,  bleating  loud,  he  fliakes  his  dripping  locks. 

Shear  them  the  fourth  or  fifth  return  of  morn. 
Left  touch  of  bufy  fly-blows  wound  their  fkin: 
Thy  peaceful  fubjedls  without  murmur  yield 
Their  yearly  tribute :  *tis  the  prudent  part 
To  cherifli  and  be  gentle,  while  ye  ftrip 
The  downy  vefture  from  their  tender  fides. 
Prefs  not  too  clofe;  with  caution  turn  the  points; 
And  from  the  head  in  regular  rounds  proceed: 
But  fpeedy,  when  ye  chance  to  wound,  with  tar 
Prevent  the  wingy  fwarm  and  fcorching  heat ;  , 
And  careful  houfe  them,  if  the  lowering  clouds 
Mingle  their  ftores  tumultuous :  through  the  gloom 
"Then  thunder  oft  with  ponderous  wheels  rolls  loud. 
And  breaks  the  cryftal  urns  of  heavens  adown 
Falls  ftreaming  rain.     Sometimes  among  the  fteeps 
■Of  Cambrian  glades  (pity  the  Cambrian  glades) 
Faft  tumbling  brooks  on  brooks  enormous  fwell. 
And  fudden  overwhelm  their  vanifli'd  fields: 

Down 
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Down  with  the  flood  away  the  naked  fheep. 
Bleating  in  vain,  are  borne,  and  ftraw-built  huts, 
And  rifted  trees,  and  heavy  enormous  rocks, 
Down  with  the  rapid  torrent  to  the  deep. 

At  ihearing-time,  along  the  lively  vales. 
Rural  feftivities  are  often  heard: 
Beneath  each  blooming  arbor  all  is  joy 
And  luily  merriment :  while  on  the  grafs 
The  mingled  youth  in  gaudy  circles  fport. 
We  think  the  golden  age  again  return'd. 
And  all  the  fabled  Dryades  in  dance. 
Leering  they  bound  along,  with  laughing  air. 
To  the  Ihrill  pipe,  and  deep  remurmuring  cords 
Of  th'  ancient  harp,  or  tabor's  hollow  found. 

While  th'  old  apart,  upon  a  bank  reclin'd. 
Attend  the  tuneful  carol,  foftly  mixt 
With  every  murmur  of  the  Aiding  wave. 
And  every  warble  of  the  feather'd  choir; 
Mufic  of  paradife  !  which  flill  is  heard. 
When  the  heart  liftens ;  ftili  the  views  appear 
Of  the  firft  happy  garden,  when  Content 
To  Nature's  flowery  fcenes  diredls  the  fight. 
Yet  we  abandon  thofe  Elyfian  walks. 
Then  idly  for  the  loft  delight  repine : 
As  greedy  mariners,  whofe  defperate  fails 
Skim  o'er  the  billows  of  the  foamy  flood. 
Fancy  they  fee  the  leflTening  fliores  retire. 
And  figh  a  farewel  to  the  fmking  hills. 

Could  I  recall  thofe  notes,  v>^hich  once  the  Mufe 
Heard  at  a  fhearing,  near  the  woody  fides 

Of 
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Of  blue-topp'd  Wreakin  *  !   Yet  the  carols  fweei. 

Through  the  deep  maze  of  the  memorial  cell, 

Paintly  remurmur.     Firft  arofe  in  fong 

Hoar-headed  Damon,  venerable  fvvain. 

The  foothell  Ihepherd  of  the  flowery  vale. 

*'  This  is  no  vulgar  fcene  :  no  palace-roof 

*'  Was  e'er  fo  lofty,  nor  fo  nobly  rife 

"  Their  polilh'd  pillars,  as  thefe  aged  oaks, 

"  Wliich  o'er  our  fleecy  wealth  and  harmlefs  fports 

«  Thus  have  expanded  wide  their  flieltering  arms, 

•"  Thrice  told  an  hundred  fummers.     Sweet  Content, 

''  Ye  gentle  fliepherds,  pillow  us  at  night." 

"  Yes.,  tuneful  Damon,  for  our  care^  are  fliort, 
*'  Rifmg  and  falling  with  the  chearful  day," 
Colin  reply'd  ;  "  and  pleafmg  wearinefs 
«'  Soon  our  unaching  heads  to  fleep  inclines. 
«  Is  it  in  cities  fo  ?  where,  poets  tell, 
«*  The  cries  of  forrow  fadden  all  the  flreets, 
•*  And  the  difeafes  of  intemperate  wealth. 
"  Alas,  that  any  ills  from  wealth  fliould  rife  ! 

«  May  the  fvveet  nightingale  on  yonder  fpray, 
"  May  this  clear  fl:ream,  thefe  lawns,  thofe  fnow-vvhite 

"  lambs, 
«  Which,  with  a  pretty  innocence  of  look, 
"  Skip  on  the  green,  and  race  in  little  troops ; 
**  May  that  great  lamp,  which  fmks  behind  the  hills, 
<*  And  ftreams  around  variety  of  lights, 
"  Recall  them  erring :  this  is  Damon's  vvifli. 

*  A  high  hill  in  Shropfhire. 

"  Huge 
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'*"  Huge  Breaden's  *  flony  fummit  once  I  climbed 


"  After  a  kidlin^ :  Damon,  what  a  fee 


ne 


*'  What  various  views  unnumber'd  Ipread  beneath ! 
**  Woods,  towers,  vales,  caves^  dells,  cliif's,  and  tcr- 

^'  rent  floods; 
*'  And  here  and  there,  between  the  fpiry  rocks, 
*'  The  broad  flat  fea.     Far  nobler  prcfpedls  thefe, 
*•■  Than  gardens  black  with  fmokc  in  dufty  towns, 
"  Where  flenchy  vapours  often  blot  the  fan  : 
"   Yet,  flying  from  his  quiet,  thither  crouds 
Each  greedy  wretch  for  tardy-rifmg  wealth, 
\Yhich  comes  too  late ;  that  courts  the  tafte  in  vain, 
^    Or  naufeates  with  diftempers.     Yes,  ye  rich, 
"'  Still,  ftili  be  -rich,  if  thus  ye  falhion  life; 
*'  And  piping,  carelefs,  filly  fnepherds  v/e, 
'    We  fiUy  fhepherds,  all  intent  to  feed 

Our  fnowy  flocks,  and  wind  the  fleeky  fleece." 
**  Deem  not,  howe'er,  our  occupation  mean,'* 
Damon  reply'd,  "  while  the  Supreme  accounts 
*'  Well  of  the  faithful  Ihepherd,  rank'd  alike 
-**  With  king  and  prieft^  they  alfo  fnepherds  are; 
**  For  fo  th'  All-feeing  Ityles  them,  to  remind 
♦*  Elated  man,  forgetful  of  his  charge." 

"  But  halle,  begin  the  rites :  fee  purple  Eve 
""  Stretches  her  fhadows  :  all  ye  nymphs  and  fwains 
*'  "Hither  afiemble.     Pleas 'd  with  honours  due, 
**  Sabrina,  guardian  of  the  cryllal  flood, 
"  Shall  blefs  our  cares,  when  ihe  by  moonlight  clear 

*  A  hill  on  the  borders  of  Montgomeryfhire. 
Vol.  LVni,  M  «  Skims 
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*'  Skims  o'er  the  dales,  and  eyes  our  fleeping  folds ; 

"  Or  in  hoar  caves  around  Plynlymmon's  brow, 

*^  Where  precious  minerals  dart  their  purple  gleams, 

"  Among  her  fiflers  ihe  reclines ;  the  lov'd 

*'  Vaga  *,  profufe  of  graces,  Ryddol  *  rough, 

«  Blithe  Yftvvith  *,  and  Clevedoc  *  fwift  of  foot ; 

*'  And  mingles  various  feeds  of  flowers  and  herbs, 

*'  In  the  divided  torrents,  ere  they  burft 

*'  Through  the  dark  clouds,  and  down  the  mountain 

"  roll. 
*'  Nor  taint-worm  fliall  infed  the  yeaning  herds, 
*'{Nor  penny-grafs,  nor  fpearwort's  poifonous  leaf." 

He  faid :  with  light  fantaflic  toe,  the  nymphs 
Thither  affem.bled,  thither  every  fwain ; 
And  o'er  the  dimpled  llream  a  thoufand  flowers. 
Pale  lilies,  rofes,  violets,  and  pinks, 
Mix'd  with  the  greens  of  burnet,  mint,  and  thyme. 
And  trefoil,  fprinkled  with  their  fportive  arms. 

Such  cuftom  holds  along  th'  irriguous  vales. 
From  Wreakin's  brow  to  rocky  Dolvoryn  f , 
Sabrina's  early  haunt,  ere  yet  flie  fled 
The  fearch  of  Guendolen,  her  flepdame  proud,     - 
With  envious  hate  enrag'd.     The  jolly  chear. 
Spread  on  a  moffy  bank,  untouch'd  abides, 

*  Vaga,    Ryddol,    Yflwlth,  and  Clevedoc,    rivers,  the 
fprings  of  which  rife  in  the  fides  of  Plynlymmon. 

f  Dolvoryn,  a  ruinous  caftle  in  Montgomerylhire,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Severn. 

Till 
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Till  ceafe  the  rites :  and  now  the  mofTy  bank 

Is  gaily  circled,  and  the  jolly  chear 

Difpers'd  in  copious  meafure  ;  early  fruits. 

And  thofe  of  frugal  ftore,  in  hufk  or  rind; 

Steep'd  grain,  and  curdled  milk  with  dulcet  cream 

Soft  temper'd,  in  full  merriment  they  quaff. 

And  caft  about  their  gibes ;  and  fome  apace 

Whiftle  to  roundelays :  their  little-ones 

Look  on  delighted  :  while  the  mountain-woods. 

And  winding  vallies,  with  the  various  notes 

Of  pipe,  fneep,  kine,  and  birds,  and  liquid  brookss 

Unite  their  echoes :  near  at  hand  the  wide 

Majeftic  wave  of  Severn  flowly  rolls 

Along  the  deep-divided  glebe :  the  flood. 

And  trading  bark  with  low  contracted  faily 

Linger  among  the  reeds  and  copfy  banks 

To  liilen;  and  to  view  the  joyous  fcene. 
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BOOK       II. 

ARGUMENT. 

INTRODUCTION.  Recommendation  of  mer- 
cifulnefs  to  animals.  Of  the  winding  of  wool. 
Diverfity  of  wool  in  the  fleece :  fkill  in  the  aflbrting 
of  it;  particularly  among  the  Dutch.  The  ufes  of 
each  fort.  Severe  winters  pernicious  to  the  fleece. 
Directions  to  prevent  their  effedls.  Wool  lightelt 
in  common-fields :  inconveniencies  of  common- 
£elds.  Vulgar  errors  concerning  the  wool  of  Eng- 
land: its  real  excellencies;  and  diredlions  in  the 
choice.  No  good  wool  in  cold  or  wet  paflures :  yet 
all  paftures  improveable  ;  exemplified  in  the  drainage 
of  Bedford  Level.  Britain  in  ancient  times  not 
efteemed  for  wool.  Countries  efteemed  for  wool  be- 
fore the  Argonautic  expedition.  Of  that  expedition, 
and  its  confequences.  Countries  afterwards  efteem- 
ed for  wool.  The  decay  of  arts  and  fciences  in  the 
barbarous  ages :  their  revival,  firft  at  Venice.  Coun- 
tries noted  for  wool  in  the  prefcnt  times.  Wool  the 
bell  of  all  the  various  materials  for  cloathing.     The 
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wool  of  our  iiland,  peculiarly  excellent,  is  the  comb- 
ing wool.  Methods  to  prevent  its  exportation^ 
Apology  of  the  author  for  treating  this  fubject. 
Bifhop  Blaize  the  inventor  of  wool-combing.  Of 
the  dying  of  wool.  Few  dyes  the  natural  product 
of  England.  Neceffity  of  trade  for  importing  them. 
The  advantages  of  trade,  and  its  utility  in  the  moral 
world ;  exemplified  in  the  profperity  and  ruin  of  the 
elder  Tyre. 

XJ  OW,  of  the  fever'd  lock,  begin  the  fbng, 

^    With  various  numbers,  through  the  fimple  theme 
To  win  attention:  this,  ye-fhepherd  fwains. 
This  is  a  labour.     Yet,  O  Wray,  if  thou 
Ceafe  not  vvith  fkilful  hand  to  point  her  way,.. 
The  lark-wing'd  Mufe,  above  the  grally  vale,. 
And  hills,  and  v/ood,  {halU  fmging,  foar  aloft ; 
And  he,  whcun  Learning,  Wifdom,  Candor,  Grace^, 
Who  glows  with  all  the  virtues  of  his  fire, 
Roylton  approve,  and  patronize  the  ftrain. 

Through  all  the  brute  creation,  none,  as  iheep> 
To  lordly  m.an  fuch  ample  tribute  pay. 
For  him  their  udders  yield  neclareous  llreams : 
For  him  their  downy  veftures  they  refign  ; 
For  him  they  fpread  the  feaft:  ah!  ne'er  may  he- 
Glory  in  wants,  which  doom  to  pain  and  death 
His  blamelefs  fellow-creatures.     Let  difeafe. 
Let  wafted  hunger,  by  deftroying  live; 
And  the  permilfion  ufe  with  trembling  thanks. 
Meekly  relu6tant :  'ds  the  brute  beyond;. 
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And  gluttons  ever  murder  when  they  kill. 
Ev'n  to  the  reptile  every  cruel  deed 
Is  high  impiety.     Howe'er  not  all. 
Not  of  the  Cinguinary  tribe  are  all ; 
All  are  not  favage.     Come,  ye  gentle  fwains>. 
Like  Brama's  healthy  fons  on  Indus*  banks. 
Whom  the  pure  lire  am  and  garden  fruits  fuitainj. 
Ye  are  the  fons  of  Nature  ;  your  mild  hands 
Are  innocent :  ye,  when  ye  lliear,  relieve. 
Come,  gentle  fwains,.  tlie  bright  unfuily'd  locks 
Coiled  :  alternate  fongs  IhaU  footli  your  cares, 
if^jid  warbling  mufic  break  from  every  fpray. 
Be  faithful ;  and  the  genuijie  locks  alone 
Wrap  round :  nor  alien  Sake  nor  pitch  enfold  i 
Stain  not  your  ilores  with  bafe  delire  to  add 
Fallacious  weight :  nor  yet>  to  mimic  thofe* 
Minute  and  light,  of  fandy  Urchinfield  *, 
Lcilen^  with  fubtle  artihce,  the  fl>eece  i 
Ec[ual  the  fraud*     Nor  interpofe  delay> 
Left  bufy  aether  through  the  open  wool 
Debiliating  pais,  and  every  film. 
RuiHe  and  fully  with  the  valley^s  dufi:.. 
Guard  too  from  moifture,  and  the  fretting  moth. 
Pernicious :  fhe,  in  gloom.y  Ihade  conceal'd> 
Her  labyrinth  cuts.,  and  mocks  the  comber's  carCa 
'But  in  loofe  locks  of  fells  ih.e  motl  delights. 
And  feeble  Reeces  of  diitemperd  fiieep,. 
Whither  ihe  hattens,  by  tiie  morbid  fcent 

♦  The  country  about  Rafs,  m  flercfordihlre. 

Aliur'd; 
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AIlur*d  ;  as  the  fwift  eagle  to  the  helds 
Of  fiaughtering  war  or  carnage :  fuch  apart 
Keep  for  their  proper  ufe.     Our  ancellors 
Selected  fuch,  for  hofpitable  beds 
To  reft  the  flranger,  or  the  gory  chief. 
From  battle  or  the  chace  of  wolves  return'd. 

When  many- col  our 'd  Evening  fmks  behind 
-  he  purple  woods  and  hills,  and  oppofite 
.'■Aest  fuli-orb'd,  the  fdver  harveft-moon, 
xo  light  th'  unwearied  farmer,  late  atield 
His  fcatter'd  fheaves  colleding ;  then  e:cpe<5l 
The  artifts,  bent  on  fpeed,  from  populous  Leeds> 
Norwich,  or  Froome ;  they  traverfe  every  plain. 
And  every  dale,  where  farm  or  cottage  fmokes : 
Rcjed  them  not  j  and  let  the  feafon's  price 
Win  thy  foft  treafures :  let  the  bulky  wain 
Through  duily  roads  roll  nodding ;  or  the  bark. 
That  filently  adown  the  cerule  ftream 
Glides  with  v^-hite  fails,  difpenfe  the  downy  freight 
To  copfy  villages  on  either  fide. 
And  fpiry  towns,  \\^here  ready  diligence. 
The  grateful  burden  to  receive,  awaits. 
Like  Ilrong  Briareus,  with  his  hundred  hands. 

In  the  fame  fleece  diverfity  of  wool 
Grows  intermingled,  and  excites  the  care 
Of  curious  fkill  to  fort  the  feveral  kinds. 
But  in  this  fubtle  fcience  none  exceed 
Th'  indullrious  Belgians,  to  tlie  work  who  guide 
Each  feeble  hand  of  want :  their  fpacious  domes 
With  boundlefs  hofpitality  receive 

M  .^  Each 
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Each  nation's  oatcafls:  there  the  tender  eye 

May  view  the  maim'd,  the  blind,  the  lame,  employ 'd* 

And  unreje6led  age;  ev'n  childhood  there 

Its  little  fingers  turning  to  the  toil 

Delighted :  nimbly,  with  habitual  fpeed, 

1'hey  fever  lock  from  lock,  and  long,  and  fhort^ 

And  foft,  and  rigid,  pile  in  feveral  heaps. 

This  the  dufk  hatter  afks  ;  another  fhines. 

Tempting  the  clothier ;  that  the  hofier  feeks ;. 

The  long  bright  lock  is  apt  for  airy  ftuffs ; 

But  often  it  deceives  the  artift's  care^, 

Breaking  unufeful  in  the  fteely  comb : 

Per  this  long  fpungy  wool  no  more  increafe 

Receives^  while  Winter  petrifies  the  fields: 

The  growth  of  Autumn  Hops:  and  what  though  Spring 

Succeeds  with  rofy  finger,  and-  fpins  on 

The  texture  ?  yet  in  vain  fiie  fl.rives  to  link 

The  filver  twine  to  that  of  Autumn's  hand. 

Be  then  the  fwain  advis'd  to  Ihield  his  flocks 

From  Winter's  deadening  froiis  and  whelming  fnows: 

Let  the  loud  tempeil  rattle  on  the  roof,. 

While  they,  fecure  within,  warm  cribs  enjoy> 

And  fvvell  their  Heeces,  equal  to  the  worth 

Of  cloatii'd  Apuiian  *■,  by  foft  warmth  improv'd: 

Or  let  them  inward  heat  and  vigor  find. 

By  food  of  cole  or  turnep,  hardy  plants. 

*  The  fheplicrds  of  Apulia,  Tarentum,  and  Attica,  ufed 
to  cloaih  their  fneep  with  fkins,  to  preferve  and  improve 
iheir  fleecesa 

Befidcs,. 
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Befides,  the  lock  of  one  continued  growth 
Imbibes  a  clearer  and  more  equal  dye. 

But  lighteft  wool  is  theirs,  who  poorly  toil. 
Through  a  dull  round,  in  unimpraving  farms 
Of  common-fields :  inclofe,  inclofe,  ye  fwains  ; 
Why  will  you  joy  in  common-field,  where  pitch> 
Noxious  to  wool,  mult  ftain  your  motley  flock^ 
To  mark  your  property  ?  The  mark  dilates. 
Enters  the  fiake  depreciated,  defil'd. 
Unfit  for  beauteous  tint :  befides,  in  fields 
Promifcuous  held,  all  culture  languilhes  ; 
The  glebe,  exhaufted,  thin  fupply  receives  | 
Dull  v/aters  reft  upon  the  rulLy  flats 
And  barren  furrows :  none  the  rifing  grove 
There  plants  for  late  pofterity,  nor  hedge 
To  fliield  the  flock,  iror  copfe  for  chearing  fire  ;• 
And,  in  the  diftant  village,  every  hearth 
Devours  the  grafl'y  fwerd,  the  verdant  food 
Of  injur 'd  herds  and  flocks,  or  what  the  plough 
•Should  turn  and  moulder  for  the  bearded  grain  ; 
FcrnicixDus  habit,  drav/ing  gradual  on 
Increafing  beggary,  and  Nature's  frowns. 
Add  too,  the  idle  pilferer  eafier  there 
Eludes  deteftion,  when  a  lamb  or  ewe 
From  intermingled  flocks  he  Heals ;  or  when^^ 
With  loofen'd  tether  of  his  horfe  or  cow. 
The  milky  ftalk  of  the  tall  green  ear'd  corn. 
The  year's  flow-ripening  fruit,  the  anxious  hope 
Of  his  laborious  neighbour^  he  deftroys. 

There 
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There  are,  who  over-rate  our  Tpungy  ftores. 
Who  deem  that  Nature  grants  no  clime,  but  ours> 
To  fpread  upon  its  fields  the  dews  of  heaven. 
And  feed  the  filky  fleece ;  that  card,  nor  comb. 
The  hairy  wool  of  Gaul  can  e'er  fubdue. 
To  form  the  thread,  and  mingle  in  the  loom, 
Unlefs  a  third  from  Britain  fwell  the  heap. 
Illufion  all ;  though  of  our  fun  and  air 
Not  trivial  is  the  virtue  :  nor  their  fruit. 
Upon  our  fnowy  flocks,  of  fmall  efteem  : 
The  grain  of  brighteft  tinfture  none  fo  well 
Imbibes  :  the  wealthy  Gobelins  muft  to  this 
Bear  witnefs,  and  the  coftlieit  of  their  looms. 
(  And  though,  with  hue  of  crocus  or  of  rofc. 
No  power  of  fubtle  food,  or  air,  or  foil. 
Can  dye  the  living  fleece ;  yet  'twill  avail 
To  note  their  influence  in  the  tinging  vafe. 
Therefore  from  herbage  of  old-pailur'd  plains> 
Chief  from  the  matted  turf  of  azure  marie. 
Where  grow  the  whiteft  locks,  colleft  thy  ftores. 
Thofe  fields  regard  not,  through  whofe  recent  turf 
The  miry  foil  appears :  not  ev'n  the  flreams 
Of  Yare,  or  filver  Stroud,  can  purify 
Their  frequent-fully 'd  fleece;  nor  what  rough  winds,. 
Keen-biting  on  tempelluous  hills,  inbrown. 

Yet  much  may  be  perform'd,  to  check  the  force 
Of  Nature's  rigor:  the  rdgh  heath,,  by  trees 
Warm-flielter'd,  may  defpife  the  rage  of  Harms: 
Moors,  bogs,  and  weeping  feus,  may  learn  to  fmile^, 
And  leave  in  dykes  their  foon-forgotten  tears. 

Labo: 


Book  11.         THE      FLEECE.  i;j 

Labor  and  Art  will  every  aim  atchieve 
Of  noble  bofoms.     Bedford  Level  *,  erft 
A  dreary  pathlefs  wafte,  the  coughing  flock 
Was  v/ont  with  hairy  fleeces  to  deform; 
And,  fmiling  with  her  lure  of  fummer  flowers,. 
The  heavy  ox,,  vain-ftruggling,  to  ingulph ; 
Till  one,  of  that  high-honour'd  patriot  name, 
RufTel,  arofe,  who  drain'd  the  rulhy  fen,. 
Confin'd  the  waves,  bade  groves  and  gardens  bloom> 
And  through  his  new  creation  led  the  Ouze, 
And  gentle  Camus,  lUver-winding  ftreams  \ 
God-like  beneficence;  from  chaos  drear 
To  raife  the  gaxden  and  the  ihady  grove  ! 
But  fee  lerne's  moors  and  hideous  bogs, 
Immealurable  tra£l.     The  traveller 
Slow  tries  his  mazy  Hep  on  th'  yielding  tuft. 
Shuddering  with  fear:  ev'n  fach  perfidious  vvilds> 
By  labor  won,,  have  yielded  to  the  com.b 
The  faireft  length  of  wool.     See  Deeping  fens. 
And  the  long  lawns  of  Bourn.     'Tis  ^Art  and  Toil 
Gives  Nature  value,  multiplies  her  flores. 
Varies,  improves,  creates  :  'tis  Art  and  Toil 
Teaches  her  woody  hills  with  fruits  to  Ihine, 
The  pear  and  taiieful  apple  ;  decks  with  flowers- 
And  foodful  pulfe  the  fields,  that  often  rife. 
Admiring  to  behold  their  furrows  wave 
With  yellow  corn.     What  changes  cannot  Toil 
With  patient  Art,  elted  ?  There  was  a  time, 

*  la  CambrldgcQiire. 

Whea 
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When  other  regions  were  the  fwains  delight. 
And  fhepherdlefs  Britannia's  rufhy  vales. 
Inglorious,  neither  trade  nor  labor  knew. 
But  of  rude  bafkets,  homely  rullic  geer. 
Woven  of  the  flexile  willow  ;  till,  at  length. 
The  plains  of  Sarum  open'd  to  the  hand 
Of  patient  Culture,  and,  o'er  finking  woods. 
High  Cotf.vold  ihow'd  her  fummits.     Urchinfield, 
Arrd  Lemfter's  crofts,  beneath  the  pheafant's  brake^ 
Long  lay  unnoted.     Toil  new  paiiure  gives  ; 
And,  in  tha  regions  oft  of  adtive  Gaul, 
O'er  lefTening  vineyards  fpreads  the  growing  turf. 

In  eldeil  times,  when  kings  and  hardy  chiefs 
In  bleeting  fheepfolds  met,  for  purell  wool 
Phoenicia's  hilly  tracls  were  moft  renown'd. 
And  fertile  Syria's  and  Judasa's  land, 
Hermon,  and  Seir,  and  Hebron's  brooky  fides : 
Twice  with  the  murex'  crimfon  hue  they  ting'd 
The  fhining  fleeces  :  hence  their  gorgeous  wealth ;.. 
And  hence  arofe  the  walls  of  ancient  Tyre. 

Next  bufy  Colchis,  blefs'd  with  frequent  rains>. 
And  lively  verdure  (who  the  lucid  itream 
Of  Phafis  boalled,  and  a  portly  race 
Of  fair  inhabitants)  improv'd  the  fleece  ; 
When,  o'er  the  deep  by  flying  Phryxus  brought. 
The  fam'd  Theflaiian  ram  enrich'd  her  plains. 

This,  rifing  Greece  with  indignacion  view'd,. 
And  youthful  Jafou  an  attempt  conceiv'd 
Lofty  and  bold:  along  Peneus'  banks. 
Around  Olympus'"  brows,  the  Mufes'  haunts,. 

He 


Book  II.  THE      F  L  E  E  C  E.  173 

He  rouz'd  the  brave,  to  re -demand  the  fleece. 

Attend,  ye  Britifh  fv/ains,  the  ancient  fong. 

Froin  every  region  of  -^gea's  (hore 

The  brave  ailembled;  thofe  illuilrious  twins, 

Calior  and  Pollux;  Orpheus,  tuneful  bard; 

Zetes  and  Calais,  as  the  wind  in  fpeed ; 

Strong  Hercules,  and  many  a  chief  renown'd. 
On  deep  lolcos'  fandy  fhore  they  throng 'd. 

Gleaming  in  armour,  ardent  of  exploits  ; 

And  foon,  the  laurel  cord,  and  the  huge  ilone 

Up-lifting  to  the  deck,  unmoor'd  the  bark  ; 
Whofe  keel,  of  wondrous  length,  the  ikilfal  hand 

Of  Argus  faftiion'd  for  the  proud  attempt ; 

And  in  th'  extended  keel  a  lofty  maft 

Up-rais'd,  and  fails  fuU-fwelling  ;  to  the  chiefs 

Unwonted  objects  :  now  firll:,  now  they  learn'd 

Their  bolder  fteerage  over  ocean  wave. 

Led  by  the  golden  liars,  as  Chiron's  art 

Had  mark'd  the  fphere  celeiUal.     Wide  abroad 

Expands  the  purple  deep :  the  cloudy  iiles, 

Scyros  and  Scopelos,  and  Icos,  rife. 

And  Halonefos  :  foon  huge  Lemnos  heaves 

Her  azure  head  above  the  level  brine. 

Shakes  off  her  mifts,  and  brightens  all  her  cliffs  : 

While  they,  her  flattering  creeks  and  opening  bowers 

Cautious  approaching,  in  Myrina's  port 

Call  out  the  cabled  Itone  upon  the  flrand. 

Next  to  the  Myfian  fliore  they  Ihape  their  courfe. 

But  wdth  too  eager  hafte  :  in  the  white  foam 

His  oar  Alcides  breaks ;  howe'er,  not  long 

The 
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The  chance  detains ;  he  fprings  upon  the  Ihore, 

And,  rifting  from  the  roots  a  tapering  pine. 

Renews  his  ftroke.     Between  the  threatenirg  towers 

Of  Hellefpont  they  ply  the  rugged  furge. 

To  Hero's  and  Leander's  ardent  love 

Fatal :  then  fmooth  Propontis'  widening  wave. 

That  like  a  glafly  lake  expands,  with  hills. 

Hills  above  hills,  and  gloomy  woods,  begirt. 

And  now  the  Thracian  Bofphorus  they  dare. 

Till  the  Symplegades,  tremendous  rocks. 

Threaten  approach ;  but  they,  unterrify'd. 

Through  the  fharp-pointed  cliffs  and  thundering  floods 

Cleave  their  bold  paiTage :  nathlefs  by  the  craggs 

And  torrents  forely  Ihatter'd  :  as  the  ftrong 

Eagle  or  vulture,  in  th'  entangling  net 

Invoiv'd,  breaks  through,  yet  leaves  his  plumes  behind. 

Thus,  through  the  wide  waves,  their  flow  way  they  force 

To  Thynia's  hofpitable  ifle.     The  brave 

Pafs  many  perils,  and  to  fame  by  fuch 

Experience  rife.     Refrefli'd,  again  they  fpeed 

From  cape  to  cape,  and  view  unnumber'd  ftreams, 

Halys,  with  hoary  Lycus,  and  the  mouths 

Of  Afparus  and  Glaucus,  rolling  fwift 

To  the  broad  deep  their  tributary  waves  ; 

Till  in  the  long-fought  harbour  they  arrive 

Of  golden  Phafls.     Foremoll  on  the  ftrand 

Jafon  advanc'd:  the  deep  capacious  bay. 

The  crumbling  terrace  of  the  marble  port. 

Wondering  he  view'd,  and  ftately  palace-domes^ 

Pavilions  proud  of  luxury ;  around. 

In 
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In  every  glittering  hall,  within,  without. 
O'er  all  the  timbx-el-foanding  fquares  and  ilreets. 
Nothing  appear'd  but  luxury,  and  crowds 
'^  ink  deep  in  riot.     To  the  public  weal 
/.tentive  none  he  found  :  for  he,  their  chief 
Of  fhepherds,  proud  Aetes,  by  the  name 
Sometimes  of  king  diilinguifh'd,  'gan  to  flight 
The  Ihepherd's  trade,  and  turn  to  fong  and  dance  : 
Ev'n  Hydrus  ceas'd  to  watch;  Medea's  fongs 
Of  joy,  and  rofy  youth,   and  Beauty's  charms. 
With  magic  f-veetnefs  luU'd  his  cares  afleep. 
Till  the  bold  heroes  grafp'd  the  golden  fleece. 
Nimbly  they  wing'd  the  bark,  furrounded  foon 
By  Neptune's  friendly  waves  :  fecure  they  fpeed 
O'er  the  known  feas,  by  every  guiding  cape. 
With  profperous  return.     The  myrtle  fhores. 
And  glalTy  mirror  of  lolcos'  lake. 
With  loud  acclaim  receiv'd  them.     Every  vale. 
And  every  hillock,  touch'd  the  tuneful  flops 
Of  pipes  unnumber'd,  for  the  ram  regain'd. 

Thus  Phafis  loft  his  pride  :  his  flighted  nymphs 
Along  the  withering  dales  and  paftures  mourn'd ; 
The  trade-lhip  left  his  ftreams ;  the  merchant  fhunn'd 
His  defart  borders  ;  each  ingenious  art. 
Trade,  Liberty,  and  Affluence,  all  retir'd. 
And  left  to  Want  and  Servitude  their  feats  : 
\'ile  fucceflbrs  !  and  gloomy  Ignorance 
Following  like  dreary  Night,  whofe  fable  hand 
Hangs  on  the  purple  fkirts  of  flying  day. 

Sithence 
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Sithence  the  fleeces  of  Arcadian  plains. 
And  Attic,  and  Theflalian,  bore  efteem  ; 
And  thofe  in  Grecian  colonies  difpers'd, 
Caria  and  Doris,  and  Ionia's  coail. 
And  fam'd  Tarentum,  where  Galeius'  tide. 
Rolling  by  ruins  hoar  of  ancient  towns. 
Through  folitary  vallies  feeks  the  Tea. 
Or  green  Altinum,  by  an  hundred  Alps 
High-crown'd,  vvhofe  woods  and  fnowy  peaks  aloft 
Shield  her  low  plains  from  the  rough  northern  biaft- 
Thofe  too  of  Bcetica's  delicious  fields. 
With  golden  fruitage  blefs'd  of  highefl  tafle. 
What  need  I  name?  The  Turdetanian  tra6l, 
-Or  rich  Coraxus,  whofe  wide  looms  unroil'd 
The  nnell  webs  ?  where  fcarce  a  talent  weigh'd 
A  ram's  equivalent.     Then  only  Tin 
I'o  late  improv'd  Brilannia  gave  renown. 

Lo  the  revolving  courfe  of  mighty  time. 
Who  loftinefs  abafes,  tumbles  down 
Olympus'  brov/,  and  lifts  the  lowly  vale, 
Whej^e  is  the  majeity  of  ancient  Rome, 
The  throng  of  heroes  in  her  fplendid  ilreets. 
The  fnowy  veil:  of  peace,  or  purple  robe. 
Slow  traii'd  triumphal  ?  Where  the  Attic  fleece. 
And  Tarentine,  in  warmelt  litter'd  cotes. 
Or  funny  meadows,  cloath'd  with  collly  care  ? 
All  in  the  folitude  of  ruin  loft-. 
War's  horrid  carnage,  vain  Ambition's  dufl:. 

Long  lay  the  mournful  realms  of  elder  Fame 

Xn  gloomy  defolation^  till  appeared 

Beauteous 
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Beafjteous  Venetia,  firft  of  all  the  nymplis. 
Who  from  the  melancholy  wafte  emerg'd  : 
In  Adria's  gulph  her  clotted  locks  flie  lav'd> 
And  rofe  another  Venus :  each  foft  joy. 
Each  aid  of  life,  her  bufy  wit  rellor'd ; 
Science  reviv'd,  with  all  the  lovely  Arts, 
And  all  the  Graces.     Reftituted  Trade 
To  every  Virtue  lent  his  helping  {lores. 
And  chear'd  the  vales  around ;  again  the  jnpe. 
And  bleating  flocks,  awak'd  the  chearful  lawn. 

The  glofly  fleeces  now  of  prime  efteem 
Soft  Afla  boafts,  where  lovely  Caflimere, 
Within  a  lofty  mound  of  circling  hills. 
Spreads  her  delicious  ftores ;  woods,  rocks,  caves,  lalces, 
Hills,  lawns,  and  winding  ftreams  j  a  region  term!d 
The  paradife  of  Indus.     Next,  the  plains 
Of  Lahor,  by  that  arbor  ftretch'd  immcnfe. 
Through  many  a  realm,  to  Agra,  the  proud  throne 
Of  India's  worfhip'd  prince,  whofe  lufl  is  law : 
Remote  dominions ;  nor  to  ancient  Fame, 
Nor  modern  known,  till  public-hearted  Roe, 
Faithful,  fagacious,  aciive,  patient,  brave. 
Led  to  their  dillant  climes  adventurous  trade. 

Add  too  the  filky  wool  of  Libyan  lands, 
Of  Caza's  bowery  dales,  and  brooky  Caus, 
Where  lofty  Atlas  fpreads  his  verdant  feet. 
While  in  the  clouds  his  hoary  flioulders  bend^ 

Next  proud  Iberia  glories  in  the  growth 
Of  high  Caftile,  and  mild  Segovian  glades< 

Vol.  LVIII.  N  And 
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And  beauteous  Albion,  fince  great  Edgar  chac'd 
The  prowling  wolf,  with  many  a  lock  appears 
Of  filky  luftre  ;  chief,  Siluria,  thine; 
Thine,  Vaga,  favour'd  flream ;  from  fheep  minute 
On  Cambria  bred:  a  pound  o'erweighs  a  fleece. 
Gay  Epfom's  too,  and  Banftead's,  and  what  gleams 
On  Ve£la's  ille,  that  llielters  Albion's  fleet. 
With  all  its  thunders :  or  Salopian  ftores, 
Thofe  which  are  gather'd  in  the  fields  of  Clun  : 
High  Cotfwold  alfo  'mong  the  fliepherd  fwains 
Is  oft  remember'd,  though  the  greedy  plough 
Preys  on  its  carpet :  He  *,  whofe  ruflic  Mufe 
O'er  heath  and  craggy  holt  her  wing  difplay'd. 
And  fung  the  bofky  bourns  of  Alfred's  fliires. 
Has  favour'd  Cotfwold  with  luxuriant  praife. 
Need  we  the  levels  green  of  Lincoln  note. 
Or  rich  Leiceflra's  marly  plains,  for  length 
Of  whiteft  locks  and  magnitude  of  fleece 
Peculiar ;  envy  of  the  neighbouring  realms  ? 
But  why  recount  our  grafly  lawns  alone. 
While  ev'n  the  tillage  of  our  caltur'd  plains. 
With  bofly  turnep,  and  luxuriant  cole. 
Learns  through  the  circling  year  their  flocks  to  feed. 

Ingenious  trade  !  to  cloath  the  naked  world*. 
Her  foft  materials,  not  from  flieep  alone. 
From  various  animals,  reeds,  trees,  and  fl;ones, 
Collefts  fagacious :  in  Eubcea's  ifle 
A  wondrous  rock  f  is  found,  of  which  are  woven 

*  Draybn.  f  The  Afbeftds. 

Veils 
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V^elb  incombuflible  :  Batavia,  flax  ; 
Siam's  warm  marifti  yields  the  Affile  cane  ; 
Soft  Perfia,  iilk ;  Balafor's  Ihady  hills 
Tough  bark  of  trees  ;  Peruvian  Pito,  grafs; 
And  every  fultry  clime  the  fnov/y  down 
Of  cotton,  bariling  from  its  fiubborn  fheU 
To  gleam  amid  the  verdure  of  the  grove. 
With  glofly  hair  of  Tibet's  ihagged  goat 
Atq  light  tiaras  woven,  that  v/rcath  the  head. 
And  airy  fioa^  behind  :  the  beaver's  fiix 
Gives  kindlielt  warmth  to  weak  enervate  limbs. 
When  the  pale  blood  ilo^v  rifes  through  the  veins. 
Still  Ihall  o'er  all  prevail  the  ihepherd's  ilores, 
JFor  numerous  ufes  known  :  none  yield  fuch  warmth^ 
Such  beauteous  hues  receiv^e,  fo  long  endure ; 
So  pliant  to  the  loom,  fo  various,  none. 

Wild  rove  the  flocks,  no  burdening  fleece  they  bear. 
In  fervid  climes :  Nature  gives  nought  in  vain. 
Carmenian  wool  on  the  broad  tail  alone 
Refplendent  fwells,"  enorm.ous  in  its  growth  : 
As  the  fieek  ram  from  green  to  green  removes. 
On  aiding  wheels  his  heavy  pride  he  draws, 
And  glad  refigns  it  for  the  liatter's  ul'e. 

Ev'n  in  the  new  Columbian  world  appears 
The  woolly  covering  :  Apacheria's  *  glades* 
And  Canfes'  *,  echo  to  the  pipes  and  flocks 
Of  foreign  fwains.    While  time  fhakes  down  his  fands, 

*  Provinces  in  Louifiana^   on  the  weftern  fide  of  the 
Mifiifippi-. 
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And  works  continual  change,  be  none  fecure : 
Quicken  your  labors,  brace  your  flackening  nerves. 
Ye  Britons ;  nor  Ileep  carelefs  on  the  lap 
Of  bounteous  Nature  ;  fhe  is  elfewhere  kind. 
See  Miilifippi  lengthen-on  her  lawns. 
Propitious  to  the  fhepherds  :  fee  the  fheep  * 
Of  fertile  Arica  f,  like  camels  form'd  ; 
Which  bear  huge  burdens  to  the  fea-beat  lliore. 
And  fhine  with  fleeces  foft  as  feathery  down. 

Coarfe  Bothnic  locks  are  not  devoid  of  ufe ; 
They  cloath  the  mountain  carl,  or  mariner 
Laboring  at  the  wet  ihrouds,  or  flubborn  helm. 
While  the  loud  billows  dalh  the  groaning  deck. 
All  may  not  Stroud's  or  Taunton's  veftures  wear; 
Nor  what,  from  fleece  Ratasan  J,  mimic  flowers 
Of  rich  Damafcus :  many  a  texture  bright 
Of  that  material  in  Pra^torium  §  woven. 
Or  in  Norvicum,  cheats  the  curious  eye. 

If  any  wool  peculiar  to  our  ifle 
Is  given  by  Nature,  'tis  the  comber's  lock. 
The  foft,  the  fnow-white,  and  the  long-grown  flake. 
Hither  be  turn'd  the  public's  wakeful  eye, 
This  golden  fleece  to  guard,  with  flirideft  watch. 
From  the  dark  hand  of  pilfering  Avarice, 
Who,  like  a  fpedlre,  haunts  the  midnight  hour. 
When  Nature  wide  around  him  lies  fupine 

*  Thefe  fheep  are  called  Guanapos. 
■f  A  province  of  Peru, 
j  The  fleeces  of  Leicefterfliire, 
§  Coventry. 
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And  filent,  in  the  tangles  foft  Involv'd 

Of  dsath-like  fleep  :  he  then  the  moment  marks^ 

While  the  pale  moon  illumes  the  trembling  tide. 

Speedy  to  lift  the  canvas,  bend  the  oar. 

And  waft  his  thefts  to  the  periidious  foe. 

Happy  the  patriot,  who  can  teach  the  means 
To  check  his  frauds,  and  yet  untroubled  leave 
Trade's  open  channels.     Would  a  generous  aid 
To  honefl  toil,  in  Cambria's  hilly  trafts. 
Or  where  the  Lune  *  or  Coker  f  wind  their  flreams. 
Be  found  fufficient  r  Far,  their  airy  fields. 
Far  from  infectious  luxury  arife^ 
O  might  their  mazy  dales,  and  mountain  fides 
With  copious  fleeces  of  lerne  Ihine^ 
And  gulphy  Caledonia,  wifely  bent 
On  wealthy  filheries  and  flaxen  webs  ; 
Then  would  the  filler  realms,  amid  their  feas. 
Like  the  three  Graces  in  harmonious  fold. 
By  mutual  aid  enchance  their  various  charms. 
And  blefs  remoteil  climes — To  this  lov'd  end. 
Awake,  Benevolence  ;  to  this  lov'd  end. 
Strain  all  thy  nerves,  and  every  thought  explore. 
Far,  far  away,  whofe  paffions  v/ould  immure. 
In  your  own  little  hearts,  the  joys  of  life  ;. 
(Ye  worms  of  pride)  for  your  repafl  alone. 
Who  claim  all  nature's  llores,  woods,  waters,  meads. 
All  her  profufion  ;  whofe  vile  hands  would  grafp 

*  A  rivsr  in  Cumberland.        t  A  river  in  Lancafhire. 
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The  peafant's  fcantllng,  the  weak  widow's  mlte^ 

And  in  the  fepulchre  of  Self  entomb 

Whate'er  ye  can,  whate'er  ye  cannot  ufc. 

Know,  for  fuperiof  ends  th'  Almighty  Power 

(The  Power,  whofe  tender  arms  embrace  the  worm) 

Breathes  o'er  the  fcodfal  earth  the  breath  of  life. 

And  forms  us  manifold;  allots  to  each 

His  fair  peculiar  ;  wifdom,  wit,  and  llrength ; 

Wifdom,  and  wit,  'and  ftrength,  in  fweet  accord. 

To  aid,  to  cheer,  to  counfef,  to  proteft. 

And  twill:  the  mighty  bond.     Thus  feeble  man^ 

With  man  united,  is  a  nation  ftrong  ; 

Builds  towery  cities,  fatiates  every  want^ 

And  makes  the  feas  profound,  and  forefts  wild, 

1  he  gardens  of  his  joys.     Man,  each  man's  born 

For  the  high  bufmefs  of  the  public  good. 

For  me,  'tis  mine  to  pray,  that  men  regard 
I'heir  occupations  with  an  honed  heart. 
And  chcarful  diligence  :  like  the  ufefal  bee. 
To  gather  for  the  liive  not  f\wets  alone. 
But  wax,  and  each  material;  pleas'd  to  find 
V/hate'er  may  footh  dillrefs,  and  raife  the  fall'n^ 
In  life's  rough  race:  O  be  it  as  my  wifh ! 
'Tis  mine  to  teach  th'  inaftive  hand  to  reap 
Kind  nature's  bounties,  o'er  the  globe  diffus'do. 

For  this,  I  wake  the  weary  hours  of  red; 
With  this  defire,  the  merchant  I  attend ; 
By  this  im.pcird,  the  fhcpherd's  hut  I  kek. 
And,  as  he  tends  his  liock,  his  ledures  hear 
Atteativej  pl.Ms'd  witii  pure  fimpiicit}'. 


book  II.  THE      FLEECE.  183 

And  rules  divulg'd  beneficent  to  fheep  : 

Or  turn  the  compafs  o'er  the  painted  chart. 

To  mark  the  ways  of  traffic;  Volga's  ilieam. 

Cold  Hudion's  cloudy  ilreights,  warm  Afric's  cape, 

Latiuni's  firm  roads,  the  Ptolemean  fofTe, 

And  China's  long  canals ;  thofe  noble  works, 

Thofe  high  efFetls  of  civilizing  trade. 

Employ  me,  fedulous  of  public  weal : 

Yet  not  unmindful  of  my  Hicred  charge; 

But  aifo  mindful,  thus  devifmg  good. 

At  vacant  feaioriS,  oft;  wjien  evening  mild 

Purples  the  vailies,  and  the  fhepherd  counts 

His  flock,  returning  to  the  quiet  fold. 

With  dumb  complacence  :  for  Religion,  thi?. 

To  give  our  every  comfort  to  dillrefs. 

And  follow  virtue  with  an  humble  mind  ; 

This  pure  Religion.     Thus,  in  elder  time. 

The  reverend  Blafius  v/ore  his  Icifare  hours. 

And  flumbers,  broken  oft :  till,  fill'd  at  length 

With  infpiration,  after  various  thought, 

And  trials  manifold,  his  well-known  voice 

Gather'd  the  poor,  and  o'er  Vulcanian  llcves. 

With  tepid  lees  of  oil,  and  fpiky  comb, 

Shew'd  how  the  fleece  might  llretch  to  greater  length. 

And  cafl:  a  gloffier  whitenefs.     Wheels  went  round; 

Matrons  and  maids  v/ith  fongs  reliev'd  their  toils  ', 

And  every  loom  receiv'd  the  fofter  yarn. 

What  poor,  what  widow,  Blafius,  did  not  blefs 

Thy  teaching  hand  f  Thy  bofom,  like  the  morn, 

N  4  Opening 
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Opening  its  wealth  ?  What  nation  did  not  feek^ 
Of  thy  new-moderd  wool,  the  curious  webs  ? 

Hence  the  glad  cities  of  the  loom  his  name 
Honour  with  yearly  feftals :  through  their  ftrects 
The  pomp,  with  tuneful  founds,  and  order  juftj 
Denoting  labor's  happy  progrefs,  moves, 
ProcelTion  ilow  and  folenm  :  firfl  the  rout ; 
Then  fervient  youth,  and  magillerial  eld  ; 
Each  after  each,  according  to  his  rank. 
His  fway,  and  office,  in  the  common  weal; 
And  to  the  board  of  fmiling  plenty's  llores 
Afiemble,  where  delicious  cates  and  fruits 
Of  every  clime  are  pil'd;  and  with  free  hand. 
Toil  only  talks  the  feafts,  by  nerveiefs  eafe 
(Jrirelifh'd.    Various  mirth  and  fong  refound  ; 
And  oft  they  interpofe  improving  talk. 
Divulging  each  to  other  knowledge  rare. 
Sparks,  from  experience,  that  fometimes  arife ; 
Till  night  weighs  down  the  fenfe,  or  morning's  dawn 
Rcuzes  to  labor,  man  to  labor  born» 

Then  the  fleek  brightening  lock,  from  hand  to  hand> 
Renews  its  circling  courfe  :  this  feels  the  card  ; 
That,  in  the  comb,  admires  its  growing  length  ; 
This,  blanch'd,  emerges  from  the  oily  wave  ; 
And  that,  the  amber  tint,  or  ruby,  drinks. 

For  it  fuffices  not,  in  flowery  vales. 
Only  to  tend  the  flock,  and  fhear  foft  wool : 
Gums  muft  be  iWd  of  Guinea's  arid  coaft  ; 
Mexican  woods,  and  India's  brightening  falts ; 
Fruits,  herbage,  fulphurs,  minerals,  to  ftain 

The 


\, 


Book  II.  T  H  E     F  L  E  E  C  E.  185 

The  fleece  prepared,  which  oil -imbibing  earth 

Of  Wooburn  blanches,  and  keen  alum-waves 

Intenerate.     With  curious  eye  obferve. 

In  what  variety  the  tribe  of  falts. 

Gums,  ores,  and  liquors,  eye -delighting  hues 

Produce,  abllerfive  or  reilringent;  how 

Steel  calls  the  fable;  how  pale  pewter,  fus'd 

In  fluid  fpirit'ous,  the  fcarlet  dye ; 

And  how  each  tint  is  made,  or  mixt,  or  chang'd,. 

By  mediums  colourlefs :  why  is  the  fume 

Of  fulphur  kind  to  white  and  azure  hues. 

Pernicious  elfe :  why  no  materials  yield 

Singly  their  colours,  thofe  except  that  fliine 

With  topaz,  fapphire,  and  cornelian  rays  : 

And  why,  though  nature's  face  is  cloath'd  in  green^ 

No  green  is  found  to  beautify  the  fleece. 

But  what  repeated  toil  by  mixture  gives. 

To  find  eifefts,  while  caufes  lie  conceal'd, 
Reafon  uncertain  tries:  howe'er,  kind  chance 
Oft  with  equivalent  difcovery  pays 
Its  wandering  efforts ;  thus  the  German  fage^ 
Diligent  Drebet,  o'er  alchemic  fire. 
Seeking  the  fecret  fource  of  gold,  receiv'd 
Of  alter'd  cochineal  the  crimfon  flore. 
Tyrian  Melcartus  thus  (the  firft  who  brought 
Tin's  ufeful  ore  from  Albion's  diftant  ifle. 
And,  for  unwearied  toils  and  arts,  the  name 
Of  Hercules  acquir'd)  when  o'er  the  mouth 
Of  his  attendant  ftieep-dog  he  beheld 
The  wounded  murex  ftrike  a  purple  Ilain^ 

The 
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The  purple  ftain  on  fleecy  woofs  he  fpread. 
Which  lur'd  the  eye,  adorning  many  a  nymph, 
a^nd  drew  the  pomp  of  trade  to  rifing  Tyre. 
Our  valiies  yield  not,  or  but  fparing  yield. 
The  dyer*s  gay  materials.     Only  weld. 
Or  root  of  madder,  here  or  purple  woad. 
By  which  our  naked  anceflors  obfcur'd 
Their  hardy  limbs,  inwrought  with  myftic  forms^ 
Like  Egypt's  obelifks.     The  powerful  fun 
Hot  India's  zone  with  gaudy  pencil  paints. 
And  drops  delicious  tints  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
Which  trade  to  us  conveys.     Not  tints  alone. 
Trade  to  the  good  phyfician  gives  his  balms; 
Gives  chearing  cordials  to  th'  afHicled  heart; 
Gives,  to  the  wealthy,  delicacies  high ; 
Gives,  to  the  curious,  works  of  nature  rare ; 
And  when  the  prieft  difplays,  in  juH  difcourfe. 
Him.,  the  all-wife  Creator,  and  declares 
His  prefence,  power,  and  goodnefs,  unconfin'd, 
'Tis  trade,  attentive  voyager,  who  fills 
His  lips  with  argument.     To  cenfure  trade. 
Or  hold  her  bufy  people  in  contempt. 
Let  none  prefume.     The  dignity,  and  grace. 
And  weal,  of  human  life,  their  fountains  owe 
To  feeming  imperfeflions,  to  vain  wants. 
Or  real  exigencies  ;  paiTions  fvvift 
Forerunning  reafon;  llrong  contrarlous  bents. 
The  Heps  of  men  difperfmg  wide  abroad 
O'er  realms  and  feas.     There,  in  the  folemn  fcer^f^ 
Infinite  wonders  glare  before  their  eyes. 

Humiliating 
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ilumiliating  the  mind  enlargM  ;  for  they 
'Vhi  clearsil  fenfe  of  Deity  receive. 
Who  view  the  vvidell  profpc6l  of  his  works. 
Ranging  the  globe  with  trade  through  various  climes  > 
Who  fee  the  fignatures  of  boundlefs  love. 
Nor  lefs  the  judgments  of  Almighty  Power, 
That  warn  the  v/icked,  and  the  wretch  who  'fcapes 
From  human  juftice :  who,  aftonifh'd,  view 
Etna's  loud  thunders  and  tcmpefluous  fires; 
The  duft  of  Carthage;  defert  fliores  of  Nile; 
;r  Tyre's  abandon' d  fumrnit,  crown'd  of  old 
•'ith  ftately  towers ;  whofe  merchants,  from  their  i/Ie?^ 
*.iid  radiant  thrones,  affembled  in  her  marts  ; 
V  hither  Arabia,  whither  Kedar,  brought 
I  heir  fhaggy  goats,  tJieir  flocks,  and  bleating  lambs  | 
Where  rich  Damafcus  pil'd  his  fleeces  white, 
Prepar'd,  and  thirfly  for  the  double  tint. 
And  flowering  ihuttle.     W'hile  th'  admiring  world 
Crowded  her  itreets ;  ah !  then  the  hand  of  Pride 
S-Ow'd  imperceptible  liis  poifonous  v/eed, 
Wiiich  crept  deilrudlive  up  her  lofty  domes. 
As  ivy  creeps  around  the  graceful  trunk 
Of  fome  tall  oak.     Her  lofty  domes  no  more. 
Not  ev'n  the  ruins  of  her  pomp,  remain  ; 
Not  ev'n  the  duft  tliey  funk  in ;  by  the  breatk 
Of  the  Omnipotent  oitended  hurl'd 
Down  to  the  bottom  of  the  ftormy  deep: 
Only  the  fclitary  rock  remains. 
Her  ancient  fcite ;  a  monument  to  thofe. 
Who  toil  and  wealth  exchange  for  llotK  and  pride, 
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INTRODUCTION.  Recommendation  of  la- 
bor. The  feveral  methods  of  fpinning.  Defcrip- 
tion  of  the  loom,  and  of  weaving.  Variety  of  looms. 
The  fulling-mill  defcribed,  and  the  progrefs  of  the 
manufafture.  Dying  of  cloth,  and  the  excellence 
of  the  French  in  that  art.  Frequent  negligence  of 
our  artificers.  The  ill  confequences  of  idlenefs* 
Country-workhoufes  propofed;  with  a  defcription 
of  one.  Good  effefts  of  induftry  exemplified  in  the 
profpe£V  of  Burftal  and  Leeds ;  and  the  cloth-market 
there  defcribed.  Preference  of  the  labors  of  the 
loom  to  other  manufadlures,  illuftrated  by  fome 
comparifons.  Hiftory  of  the  art  of  weaving  :  its  re- 
moval from  the  Netherlands,  and  fettlement  in  fe- 
veral parts  of  England.  Cenfure  of  thofe  who 
would  rejedl  the  perfecuted  and  the  ftranger.  Our 
trade  and  profperity  owing  to  them.  Of  the  manu- 
fadure  of  tapeftry,  taught  us  by  the  Saracens.  Ta- 
peflries  of  Bleinheim  defcribed.  Different  arts,  pro- 
curing wealth  to  diiferent  countries.    Numerous  in- 
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habitants,  and  their  induftry,  the  fureft  fource  of  it. 
Hence  a  wilh,  that  our  country  were  open  to  all 
men.  View  of  the  roads  and  rivers,  through  which 
our  manufaftures  are  conveyed.  Our  navigations 
not  far  from  the  feats  of  our  manufadures :  other 
countries  lefs  happy.  The  difficult  work  of  Egypt 
in  joining  the  Nile  to  the  Red  Sea;  and  of  France 
in  attempting,  by  canals,  a  communication  between 
the  Ocean  and  the  Mediterranean.  Such  jundions 
may  more  eafdy  be  performed  in  England,  and  the 
Trent  and  Severn  united  to  the  Thames.  Defcrip- 
tion  of  the  Thames,  and  the  port  of  London. 

P  R  O  C  E  E  D,  Arcadian  Mufe ;  refume  the  pipe 

Of  Hermes,  long  difus'd,  though  fweet  the  tone. 
And  to  the  fongs  of  Nature's  choirifters 
Harmonious.     Audience  pure  be  thy  delight. 
Though  few :  for  every  note  which  virtue  wounds^ 
However  pleafmg  to  the  vulgar  herd. 
To  the  purg'd  ear  is  difcord.     Yet  too  oft 
Has  falfe  dilTembling  vice  to  amorous  airs 
The  reed  apply'd,  and  heedlefs  youth  allur'd: 
Too  oft,  with  bolder  found,  enflam'd  the  rage 
Of  horrid  war.     Let  now  the  fleecy  looms 
Direft  our  rural  numbers,  as  of  old. 
When  plains  and  iheepfolds  were  the  Mufes*  hauntJ. 

So  thou,  the  friend  of  every  virtuous  deed 
And  aim,  though  feeble,  fhalt  thefe  rural  lays 
Approve,  O  Heathcote,  whofe  benevolence 
Vifus  Gur  valliesj  where  the  pafture  fpreads, 
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And  where  the  bramble;  and  would  juHly  ad 
True  charity,  by  teaching  idle  vs^ant 
And  vice  the  inclination  to  do  good. 
Good  to  themfelves,  and  in  themfelves  to  all. 
Through  grateful  toil.     Ev'n  nature  lives  by  toil : 
BeaiT,  bird,  air,  fire,  the  heavens,  and  rolling  worlds, 
AH  live  by  action :  nothing  lies  at  reft. 
But  death  and  rcnn :  man  is  born  to  care ; 
Fafhion'd,  improved,  by  labor.     This  of  eld. 
Wile  ftates  obfer\-ing,  gave  that  happy  law. 
Which  doom'd  the  rich  and  needy,  every  rank. 
To  manual  occupation ;  and.  oft  call'd 
Their  chieftains  from  the  fpade,  or  furrovving  plough. 
Or  bleating  fneepfold.     Hence  utility 
Through  all  conditions ;  hence  the  joys  of  health; 
Hence  ibength  of  arm,  and  clear  judicious  thought; 
Hence  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil,  and  all  in  life 
Delegable.     \\''hat  fimple  nature  yields 
( And  nature  does  her  part)  are  only  rude 
Materials,  cumbers  on  the  thorny  ground ; 
'Tis  toils  that  make  them  wealth ;  that  makes  the  fieece 
(Yet  ufelefs,  rifmg  in  unihapen  heaps) ; 
Anon,  in  curious  woofs  of  beauteous  hue, 
A  vefture  ufefully  fuccind  and  warm, 
'Or,  trailing  in  the  length  of  graceful  folds, 
A  royal  mantle.     Come,  ye  village  nymphs. 
The  fcatter'd  mills  reveal  the  duiky  hills; 
Grey  dawn  appears;  the  golden  morn  afcends. 
And  paints  tlie  glittering  rocks,  and  purple  woods. 
And  flaming  fpires;  arife,  begin  your  teils; 

Behold 
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Behold  the  fleece  beneath  the  fpiky  comb 

Drop  its  long  locks,  or,  from  the  mingling  card. 

Spread  in  foft  flakes,  and  fwell  the  whiten'd  floor. 

Come,  village  nymphs,  ye  matrons,  and  ye  maids. 
Receive  the  foft  material:  with  light  flep 
Whether  ye  turn  around  the  fpacious  wheel. 
Or,  patient  fitting,  that  revolve,  which  forms 
A  narrov/er  circle.     On  the  brittle  work 
Point  your  quick  eye;  and  let  the  hand  afTill: 
To  guide  and  ilretch  the  gently-leflening  thread : 
Even,  unknotted  twine,  will  praife  your  ikill. 
A  different  fpinning  every  different  web 
Afks  from  your  glowing  fingers :  fome  require 
The  more  compact,  and  fome  the  loofer  wreath; 
The  lafl  for  foftnefs,  to  delight  the  touch 
Of  chamber'd  delicacy:  fcarce  the  cirque 
Need  turn  around,  or  twine  the  lengthening  flake. 

There  are,  to  Ipeed  their  labor,  who  prefer 
Wheels  double-fpol'd,  which  yield  to  cither  hand 
A  feveral  line :  and  many,  yet  adhere 
To  th'  ancient  difl:aff",  at  the  bofom  fix'd, 
Cafling  tlie  whirling  fpindle  as  they  walk : 
At  home,  or  in  the  flieepfold,  or  the  mart. 
Alike  the  work  proceeds.     This  method  ftill 
Norvicum  favours,  and  th'  Icenian  *  towns : 
It  yields  their  airy  fluffs  an  apter  thread. 
This  was  of  old,  in  no  inglorious  days. 
The  mode  of  fpinning,  when  th'  Egyptian  prince 

*  The  kcni  -^'Crc  the  inhabitants  of  Suffolk. 

A  golden 
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A  golden  diftaff  gave  that  beauteous  nymph. 

Too-beauteous  Helen  :  no  uncourtly  gift 

Then,  when  each  gay  diverfion  of  the  fair 

Led  to  ingenious  ufe.     But  patient  art. 

That  on  experience  works,  from  hour  to  hour. 

Sagacious,  has  a  fpiral  engine  *  form'd. 

Which,  on  an  hundred  fpoles,  an  hundred  threads. 

With  one  huge  wheel,  by  lapfe  of  water,  twines. 

Few  hands  requiring;  eafy-tended  work. 

That  copioufly  fupplies  the  greedy  loom. 

Nor  hence,  ye  Nymphs,  let  anger  cloud  your  brow3 : 
The  more  is  wrought,  the  more  is  ftill  requir'd ; 
Blithe  o'er  your  toils,  with  wonted  fong,  proceed: 
Fear  not  furcharge ;  your  hands  will  ever  find 
Ample  employment.     In  the  ftrife  of  trade, 
Thefe  curious  inftniments  of  fpeed  obtain 
Various  advantage,  and  the  diligent 
Supply  with  exercife,  as  fountains  fure. 
Which,  ever-gliding,  feed  the  flowery  lawn. 
Nor,  Ihould  the  careful  State,  feverely  kind. 
In  every  province,  to  the  houfe  of  toil 
Compel  the  vagrant,  and  each  implement 
Of  ruder  art,  the  comb,  the  card,  the  wheel. 
Teach  their  unwilling  hands,  nor  yet  complain. 
Yours,  with  the  public  good,  fhall  ever  rife. 
Ever,  while  o'er  the  lawns,  and  airy  downs 
The  bleating  fheep  and  fhepherd's  pipe  are  heard ; 
While  in  the  brook  ye  blanch  the  gliftening  fleece, 

♦  Paul's  engine  for  cotton  and  fine  wool. 

And 


Book  III.        THE      FLEECE.  193 

And  th'  amorous  youth,  delighted  with  your  toils. 
Quavers  the  choiceil  of  his  fonnets,  warm'd 
By  growing  traffic,  friend  to  wedded  love. 

The  amorous  youth,  with  various  hopes  inflamed. 
Now  on  the  bufy  Itage  fee  him  Hep  forth. 
With  beating  breaft  :  high-honour'd  he  beholds 
Rich  induftry.     Firll,  he  befpeaks  a  loom  : 
From  fome  thick  wood  the  carpenter  feleds 
A  flender  oak,  or  beech  of  gloily  trunk. 
Or  faplin  alh  :  he  fhapes  the  fturdy  beam. 
The  polls,  and  treadles  ;  and  the  frame  combines. 
The  fmith,  with  iron-fcrews,  and  plated  hoops, 
Confirms  the  llrong  machine,  and  gives  the  bolt 
That  ftrains  the  roll.     To  thefe  the  turner ^s  lathe. 
And  graver's  knife,  the  hollow  Ihuttle  add. 
Various  profeffions  in  the  work  unite  : 
For  each  on  each  depends.     Thus  he  acquires 
The  curious  engine,  work  of  fubtle  fkill ; 
Howe'er,  in  vulgar  ufe  around  the  globe 
Frequent  obferv'd,  of  high  antiquity 
No  doubtful  mark :  th'  adventurous  voyager, 
Tofs'd  over  ocean  to  remoteil  Ihores, 
Hears  on  remoteil  ftiores  the  murmuring  loom  ; 
Sees  the  deep -furrowing  plough,  and  harrow'd  field. 
The  wheel-mov'd  waggon,  and  the  difcipline 
Of  ftrong-yok'd  Iteers.     What  needful  art  is  new  ? 

Next,  the  indullrious  youth  employs  his  care 
To  ftore  foft  yarn  ;  and  now  he  ftrains  the  warp 
Along  the  garden-walk,  or  highway -fide. 
Smoothing  each  thread;  now  fits  it  to  the  loom. 
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And  fits  before  the  work  :  from  hand  to  hand 
The  thready  fhuttles  glides  along  the  lines. 
Which  open  to  the  woof,  and  fnut  altern  : 
And  ever  and  anon,  to  firm  the  work, 
Againft  the  web  is  driven  the  noify  frame. 
That  o'er  the  level  rulhes,  like  a  furge. 
Which,  often  dafhing  on  the  fandy  beach, 
Compacls  the  traveller's  road :  from  hand  to  hand 
Again,  acrofs  the  lines  oft  opening,  glides 
The  thready  Ihuttle,  while  the  web  apace 
Increafes,  as  the  light  of  eaitern  Ikies, 
Spread  by  the  rofy  fingers  of  the  morn  ; 
And  all  the  fair  expanfe  with  beauty  glows. 

Or,  if  the  broader  mantle  be  the  talk. 
He  chufes  fome  companion  to  his  toil. 
From  fide  to  fide,  vvith  amicable  aim. 
Each  to  the  other  darts  the  nimble  bolt. 
While  friendly  converfe,  prompted  by  the  work. 
Kindles  improvement  in  the  opening  mind. 

What  need  we  name  the  feveral  kinds  of  looms  ? 
Thofe  delicate,  to  whofe  fair-colour'd  threads 
Hang  figur'd  weights,  whofe  various  numbers  guide 
The  artift's  hand :  he,  unfeen  flowers,  and  trees. 
And  vales,  and  azure  hills,  unerring  works. 
Or  that,  whofe  numerous  needles,  glittering  bright. 
Weave  the  warm  hofe  to  cover  tender  limbs : 
Modern  invention  :  modern  is  the  want. 

Next,  from  the  flacken'd  beam  the  woof  unroU'd, 
Near  fome  clear- fliding  river.  Aire  or  S^oud, 
f  s  by  the  noify  falling -mill  receiv'd ; 

Where 
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Where  tumbling  waters  turn  enormous  wheels. 
And  hammers,  rifmg  and  defcending,  learn 
To  imitate  the  induftry  of  man. 

Oft  the  wet  web  is  fteep'd,  and  often  rais'd, 
Faft-dripping,  to  the  river's  grafly  bank ; 
And  finewy  arms  of  men,  with  fuU-flrain'd  flrength. 
Wring  out  the  latent  water  :  then,  up-hung 
On  rugged  tenters,  to  the  fervid  fun 
Its  level  furface,  reeking,  it  expands ; 
Still  brightening  in  each  rigid  difcipline. 
And  gathering  worth  ;  as  human  life,  in  pains, 
Conflids,  and  troubles.     Soon  the  clothier's  fhears. 
And  burler's  thiille,  fkim  the  furface  fheen. 
The  round  of  work  goes  on,  from  day  to  day, 
Seafon  to  fe^fon.     So  the  hulbandm.an 
Purfues  his  cares ;  his  plough  divides  the  glejbff.; 
The  feed  is  fown ;  rough  rattle  o'er  the  clods 
The  harrow's  teeth;  quick  weeds  his  hoe  fubdues ; 
The  fickle  labours,  and  the  flow  team  ilrains ; 
Till  grateful  harveil-home  rewards  his  toils. 

Th'  ingenious  artiil,  learn 'd  in  drugs,  beftows 
The  laft  improyement ;  for  th'  unlabour'd  fleece 
Rare  is  permitted  to  imbibe  the  dye. 
In  penetrating  waves  of  boiling  vats 
The  fnovv'y  v/eb  is  lleep'd,  with  grain  of  weld.. 
Fultic,  or  logwood,  inix'd,  or  cochineal. 
Or  the  dark  purple  pulp  of  Pidiih  woad. 
Of  ilain  tenacious,  deep  as  fummer  fkies. 
Like  thofe  that  canopy  the  bowers  of  Stowe 
After  (Qfi  XMiih  wk^J^  ^^^'^^  their  notes  attuns? 

O  -  Ft- 
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Ere  the  melodious  nightingale  begins. 

From  yon  broad  vale  behold  the  faffron  woofs 
Beauteous  emerge  ;  from  thefe  the  azure  rife  ; 
This  glows  with  crimfon  ;  that  the  auburn  holds  ; 
Thefe  fhall  the  prince  with  purple  robes  adorn ; 
And  thofe  the  warrior  mark,  and  thofe  the  prieft. 

Few  are  the  primal  colours  of  the  art; 
Five  only ;  black,  and  yellow,  blue,  brown,  red ; 
Yet  hence  innumerable  hues  arife. 

That  ftain  aione  is  good,  which  bears  unchang'd 
DilTolving  water's,  and  calcining  fun's. 
And  thieving  air's  attacks.     How  great  the  need. 
With  utmoft  caution  to  prepare  the  woof. 
To  feek  the  bell- adapted  dyes,  and  falts. 
And  pureft  gums  1  fmce  your  whole  ikill  coniifts 
In  opening  well  the  fibres  of  the  woof. 
For  the  reception  of  the  beauteous  dye. 
And  wedging  every  grain  in  every  pore. 
Firm  as  a  diamond  in  rich  gold  enchas'd. 

But  what  the  powers,  which  lock  them  in  the  web; 
Whetlier  incruHing  falts,  or  weight  of  air. 
Or  fountain-water's  cold  contracting  wave. 
Or  all  combin'dj  it  well  befits  to  know. 
Ah !  wherefore  have  we  loft  our  old  repute  ? 
And  who  enquires  the  caufe,  why  Gallia's  fons 
In  depth  and  brilliancy  of  hues  excel  ? 
Yet  yield  not,  Britons;  grafp  in  every  art 
The  foremoft  name.     Let  others  tamely  view. 
On  crowded  Smyrna's  and  Byzantium's  ftand. 
The  haughty  Turk  defpife  their  profFer'd  bales. 

Now 
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Now  fee,  o'er  vales,  and  peopled  mountain-tops. 
The  welcome  traders,  gathering  every  web ; 
Indultrious,  every  web  too  few.     Alas  ! 
Succefslefs  oft  their  induiiry,  when  ceafe 
The  loom  and  Ihuttle  in  the  troubled  ftreets ; 
Their  motion  ftopt  by  wild  Intemperance, 
Toil's  fcoffiiig  foe,  who  lures  the  giddy  rout 
To  fcorn  their  taflL-work,  and  to  vagrant  life 
Turns  their  rude  fteps ;  while  Mifery,  among 
The  cries  of  infants,  haunts  their  mouldering  huts, 

O  when,  through  every  province,  Ihall  be  rais'd 
Houfes  of  labor,  feats  of  kind,  confti-aint. 
For  thofe,  who  now  delight  in  fruitlefs  fports. 
More  than  in  chearful  works  of  virtuous  trade. 
Which  honeft  wealth  would  yield,  and  portion  due 
Of  public  vv'elfare  ?  Ho,  ye  poor,  who  feek. 
Among  the  dwellings  of  the  diligent. 
For  fuflenance  unearn'd  ;  who  ftroll  abroad 
From  houfe  to  houfe,  with  raifchievous  intenty 
Feigning  misfortune :  Ho,  ye  lame,  ye  blind  ; 
Ye  languid  limbs,  with  real  want  opprefs'd. 
Who  tread  the  rough  highways,  and  mountains  wild,. 
Through  florms,  and  rains,  and  bittcrnefs  of  heart; 
Ye  children  of  affliiflion,  be  corapelPd 
To  happincfs  :  the  Icng-wiih'd  day-light  dawns. 
When  charitable  Rigor  Ihall  detain 
Your  flep-bruis'd  feet.     Ev'n  nov/  the  fons  of  Trade, 
Where -e'er  their  cultivated  hamdets  fmile, 
Erecl  the  manficn  *  :  here  foft  fleeces  ihine  ; 

*  This  alludes  to  the  \\-ci-khoufes  at  Brifiol,  Blimlng- 
5iara,  ^c». 

0  3-  The 


398  D  Y  E  R  *  S      POEMS. 

The  card  awaits  you,  and  the  comb,  and  wheel  \ 
Here  fliroud  you  from  the  thunder  of  the  ftorm  5 
No  rain  fhall  wet  your  pillow :  here  abounds 
Pure  beverage  ;  here  your  viands  are  prepar'd; 
To  heal  each  ficknefs  the  phyfician  waits. 
And  prieft  entreats  to  give  yout  Maker  praife. 

Behold,  in  Calder's  *  vale,  where  wide  around 
Unnumbered  villas  creep  the  fhrubby  hills, 
A  fpacious  dome  for  this  fair  purpofe  rife. 
High  o'er  the  open  gates,  with  gracious  air, 
Eliza's  image  ilands.     By  gentle  Heps 
Up-rais'd,  from  room  to  room  we  fiowly  walk. 
And  view  with  wonder,  and  with  filent  joy. 
The  fprightly  fcene  ;  where  many  a  bufy  hand. 
Where  fpoles,  cards,  wheels,  and  looms,  with  motion 

quick. 
And  ever-murmuring  found,  th'  unwonted  fenfe 
Wrap  in  furprize.     To  fee  them  all  employ 'd. 
All  blithe,  it  gives  the  fpreading  heart  delight,, 
As  neither  meats,  nor  drinks,  nor  aught  of  joy 
Corporeal,  can  bellow.     Nor  \q,{?,  they  gain 
Virtue  than  wealth,  while,  on  their  ufeful  works 
From  day  to  day  intent,  in  their  full  minds 
Evil  no  place  can  find.     With  equal  fcale 
Some  deal  abroad  the  well-afForted  fleece  ; 
Thefe  card  the  Ihort,  thofe  comxb  the  longer  flake  ; 

*  A  river  In  Yorkflilre,  which  runs  below  'Halifax,  and' 
pafles  by  Wakefield. 

Others 
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Others  the  harfh  and  clotted  lock  receive. 

Yet  fever  and  refine  v/ith  patient  toil. 

And  bring  to  proper  ufe.     Flax  too,  and  hemp,  . . 

Excite  their  diligence.     The  younger  hands 

Ply  at  the  eafy  work  of  winding  yam 

On  fwiftly- circling  engines,  and  their  notes 

Warble  together,  as  a  choir  of  larks ; 

Such  joy  arifes  in  the  mind  employed. 

Another  fcene  difplays  the  more  robuft, 

Rafping  or  grinding  tough  Brafilian  woods. 

And  what  Campeachy's  difputable  iliore 

Copious  affords  to  tinge  the  thirlty  web ; 

And  the  Caribbee  ifles,  whofe  dulcet  canes 

Equal  the  honey-comb.     We  next  are  flio\\Ti 

A  circular  macliine  *,  of  new  defign. 

In  conic  fhape  :  it  draws  and  fpins  a  thread 

Without  the  tedious  toil  of  needlefs  hands. 

A  wheel,  invifible,  beneath  the  floor. 

To  every  member  of  th'  harmonious  frame 

Gives  necefTary  motion.     One,  intent, 

O'erlooks  the  work  :  the  carded  wool,  he  fays. 

Is  fmoothly  lapp'd  around  thofe  cylinders, 

V/hich,  gently  turning,  yield  it  to  yon  cirque 

Of  upright  fpindles,  wliich,  with  rapid  whirl. 

Spin  out,  in  long  extent,  an  even  twine. 

From  this  delightful  manfion  (if  v/e  feek 
Still  more  to  view  the  gifts  which  honeil  toil 

*  A  mofl  curious  machine,  invented  by  Mr.  Paul.  It  is 
at  prefent  contrived  to  fpin  cotton  j  but  it  may  be  made  to 
fpin  fine  carded  wool. 

.    O4  Dif- 
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Diftributes)  take  we  now  our  eaftward  courfe. 

To  the  rich  fields  of  Burllal.     Wide  around 

Hillock  and  valley,  farm  and  village,  fmile : 

And  ruddy  roofs,  and  chimney-tops  appear. 

Of  bufy  Leeds,  up-wafting  to  the  clouds 

The  incenfe  of  thankfgiving  :  all  is  joy  ; 

And  trade  and  bufmefs  guide  the  living  fcene,. 

Roll  the  full  cars,  adown  the  winding  Aire 

Load  the  flovz-failing  barges,  pile  the  pack 

On  the  long  tinkling  train  of  flow-pac'd  fteeds. 

As  when  a  funny  day  invites  abroad 

The  fedulous  ants,  they  iffue  from  their  cells 

In  bands  unnumber'd,  eager  for  their  work  ; 

O'er  high,  o'er  low,  they  lift,  they  draw,  they  hafte 

With  v/arm  affe;5lion  to  each  other's  aid ; 

Repeat  their  virtuous  efforts,  and  fucceed. 

Thus  all  is  here  in  motion,  all  is  life  : 

The  creaking  wain  brings  copious  ftore  of  corn : 

The  grazier^s  fleeky  kine  obllrudl  the  roads : 

The  neat-drefs'd  houfe wives,  for  the  feftal  board 

Crown'd  with  full  bafl5ets>  in  the  field- way  paths 

Come  tripping  on ;  the  echoing  hills  repeat 

The  firoke  of  ax  and  hammer ;  fcaffolds  rife. 

And  growing  edifices  ;  heaps  of  Hone, 

Beneath  the  chilTel,  beauteous  fiiapes  affume 

Of  frieze  and  column.     Some,  with  even  line. 

New  Irreets  are  marking  in  the  neighbouring  fields;,. 

And  fiicred  domes  of  woriliip.     Liduftry, 

Vv^iich  dignifies  the  artift,  lifts  the  fwain. 

And  the  iti-aw  cottage  to  a  palace  t^rns, 

Oves 
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Over  the  work  prefides.     Such  was  the  fcene 
Of  hurrying  Carthage,  when  the  Trojan  chief 
Firll  vievv'd  her  growing  turrets.     So  appear 
Th'  increafing  walls  of  bufy  Manchefler, 
Sheffield,  and  Birmingham,  whofe  reddening  fields 
Rife  and  enlarge  their  fuburbs.     Lo,  in  throngs. 
For  every  realm,  the  careful  faftors  meet, 
Whifpering  each  other.     In  long  ranks  the  bales. 
Like  War's  bright  files,  beyond  the  fight  extend. 
Straight,  ere  the  founding  bell  the  fignal  ftrikes. 
Which  ends  the  hour  of  trafSck,  they  conclude 
The  fpeedy  compaft;  and,  well-pleas'd,  transfer. 
With  mutual  benefit,  fuperior  wealth 
To  many  a  kingdom's  rent,  or  tyrant's  hoard* 

Whate'er  is  excellent  in  art  proceeds 
From  labor  and  endurance :  deep  the  oak 
Muil  fink  in  flubborn  earth  its  roots  obfcure^ 
That  hopes  to  lift  its  branches  to  the  fliies : 
Gold  cannot  gold  appear,  until  man's  toil 
Difclofes  wide  the  mountain's  hidden  ribs. 
And  digs  the  duiky  ore,  and  breaks  and  grinds 
Its  gritty  parts,  and  laves  in  limpid  ftreams. 
With  oft-repeated  toil,  and  oft  in  fire 
The  metal  purifies :  with  the  fatigue. 
And  tedious  procefs  of  its  painful  works. 
The  luily  ficken,  and  the  feeble  die. 

But  chearful  are  the  kbors  of  the  loom. 
By  health  and  eafe  accompany'd:  they  bring 
Superior  treafures  fpeedier  to  the  ftate. 
Than  thofe  of  deep  Peruvian  mines,  where  flaves 

(Wretched 
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(Wretched  requital)  drink,  with  trembling  hand. 
Pale  Palfy's  baneful  cup.     Our  happy  fwains 
Behold  arifing,  in  their  fattening  flocks, 
A  double  wealth ;  more  rich  than  Belgium's  boafl. 
Who  tends  the  culture  of  the  flaxen  reed ; 
Or  the  Cathayan's,  whofe  ignobler  care 
Nurfes  the  filk-worm;  or  of  India's  fons. 
Who  plant  the  cotton-grove  by  Ganges'  llream* 
Nor  do  their  toils  and  produfts  furnifli  more> 
Than  gauds  and  dreflTes,  of  fantallic  web. 
To  the  luxurious :  but  our  kinder  toils 
Give  cloathing  to  neceflity;  keep  warm 
Th'  unhappy  wanderer,  on  the  mountain  wild 
Benighted,  while  the  tempell  beats  around. 
No,  ye  foft  fons  of  Ganges,  and  of  Ind, 
Ye  feebly  delicate,  life  little  needs 
Your  feminine  toys,  nor  alks  your  nervelefs  arm 
To  call  the  Urong-flung  fliuttle,  or  the  fpear. 
Can  ye  defend  your  country  from  the  fl:orm 
Of  ftrong  invaflon  ?  Can  ye  want  endure. 
In  the  befieged  fort,  witli  courage  firm  ? 
Can  ye  the  weather-beaten  veftel  flieer. 
Climb  the  tall  mall,  direft  the  llubborn  helm. 
Mid  wild  difcordant  waves,  with  Heady  courfe  ? 
Can  ye  lead  out,  to  dillant  colonies, 
Th'  o'erflowings  of  a  people,  or  your  wrong'd 
Brethren,  by  impious  perfecution  driven. 
And  arm  their  breafts  with  fortitude  to  try 
New  regions  5  climes,  though  barren,  yet  beyond 
The  baneful  power  of  tyrants  ?  Thefe  are  deeds 

To 


Book  III.  T  H  E     F  L  E  E  C  E.  205 

To  which  their  hardy  labors  well  prepare 

The  iinewy  arm  of  Albion's  fons.     Purfue, 

Ye  Tons  of  Albion,  with  a  yielding  heart. 

Your  hardy  labours  :  let  the  founding  loom 

Mix  with  the  melody  of  every  vale; 

The  loom,  that  long-renov,:n'd,  \^T.de-envy'd  gift 

Of  wealthy  Flandria,  who  the  boon  receiv'd 

From  fair  Venetia ;  fhe  from  Grecian  nymphs ; 

They  from  Phenice,  who  obtain'd  the  dole 

From  old  ^gyptus.     Thus  around  the  globe. 

The  golden- footed  fciences  their  path 

Mark,  like  the  fun,  enkindling  life  and  joy; 

And  followed  clcfe  by  Ignorance  and  Pride, 

Lead  Day  and  Night  o'er  realms.     Oar  day  arofe 

When  Alva's  tyranny  the  weaving  arts 

Drove  from  the  fertile  vallies  of  the  Scheld. 

With  fpeedy  wing,  and  fcatter'd  courfe,  they  fledj. 

Like  a  community  of  bees,  dillurb'd 

By  fome  relentlefs  fwain's  rapacious  hand; 

V/hile  good  Eliza,  to  the  fugitives 

Gave  gracious  welcome ;  as  wife  -^gypt  erU 

To  troubled  Nilus,  whofe  nutritious  flood 

With  annual  gratitude  enrich'd  her  meads. 

Then,  from  fair  Antwerp,  an  induilrious  train. 

Crofs'd  the  foiooth  channel  of  our  fmiling  feas; 

And  in  the  vales  of  Cantium,  on  the  banks 

Of  S tour  alighted,  and  the  naval  wave 

Of  fpacious  Medway  :  fome  on  gentle  Yare, 

And  fertile  Waveney,  pitch'd ;  and  made  their  feats 

Pleafaiit  Norvicum,  and  Colcsftria's  towers : 

Some 
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Some  to  the  Darent  fped  their  happy  way : 

Berghem,  and  Sluys,  and  elder  Bruges,  chofe 

Antona's  chalky  plains,  and  ftretch'd  their  tents 

Down  to  Claufentum,  and  that  bay  fupine 

Beneath  the  ihade  of  Vedla's  cliiFy  ifle. 

Soon  o'er  the  hofpitable  realm  they  fpread. 

With  cheer  reviv'd;  and  in  Sabrina's  flood. 

And  the  Silurian  Tame,  their  textures  blanched  s 

Not  undelighted  with  Vigornia's  fpires. 

Nor  thofe,  by  Vaga's  ftream,  from  ruins  rais'd 

Of  ancient  Ariconium  ;  nor  lefs  pleas'd 

With  Salop's  various  fcenes ;  and  that  foft  trad 

Of  Cambria,  deep-embay'd  Dimetian  land. 

By  green  hills  fenc'd,  by  ocean's  murmur  luU'd;. 

Nurfe  of  the  ruftic  bard,  who  now  refounds 

The  fortunes  of  the  fleece ;  whofe  anceftors 

Were  fugitives  from  Superftition's  rage. 

And  erft,  from  Devon,  thither  brought  the  loom  | 

Where  ivy'd  walls  of  old  Kidwelly's  towers. 

Nodding,  ftill  on  their  gloomy  brows  projed 

Lancaftria's  arms,  embofs'd  in  mouldering  ftone. 

Thus,  then,  on  Albion's  coaft,  the  exil'd  band^. 
From  rich  Menapian  towns,  and  the  green  banks 
OfScheld,  alighted;  and,  alighting,,  fang 
Grateful  thankfgiving.     Yet,  at  times,  they  fliift 
Their  habitations,  when  the  hand  of  Pride, 
Reilraint,  or  fouthern  Luxury,  difturbs 
Their  induftry,  and  urges  them  to  vales 
Of  the  Brigantes ;  where,  with  happier  care 
Infpirited,  their  art  improves  the  fleecea 

Which 
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Which  occupation  erft,  and  wealth  immenfe. 
Gave  Brabant's  fwarming  habitants,  what  time 
We  were  their  fhepherds  only ;  from  which  flate. 
With  friendly  arm,  they  rais'd  us:  nathlefs  fome 
Among  our  old  and  ftubborn  fwains  mifdeem'd, 
,nd  envy'd,  who  enrich'd  them;  envy'd  thofe, 

hofe  virtues  taught  the  varletry  of  towns 
To  ufeful  toil  to  turn  the  pilfering  hand. 

And  flill,  when  bigotry's  black  clouds  arife, 
(For  oft  they  fudden  rife  in  papal  realms). 
They,  from  their  iile,  as  from  fome  ark  fecure, 
Carelefs,  unpitying,  view  the  fiery  bolts 
Of  Superftition,  and  tyrannic  rage. 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  rolling  llorm. 
Which  fierce  purfues  the  fufferers  in  their  flight. 
Shall  not  our  gates,  fhall  not  Britannia's  arms. 
Spread  ever  open  to  receive  their  flight  ? 
A  virtuous  people,  by  diltreffes  oft 
(DiftrefTes  for  the  fake  of  Truth  endur'd) 
Corredled,  dignify 'd;  creating  good 
Where-ever  they  inhabit :  this,  our  ifle 
Has  oft  experienc'd;  witnefs  all  ye  realms 
Of  either  hemifphere,  where  commerce  flows : 
Th'  important  truth  is  Hampt  on  every  bale ; 
Each  gloffy  cloth,  and  drape  of  mantle  warm. 
Receives  th'  imprefTion ;  every  airy  woof, 
Cheyney,  and  bayfe,  and  ferge,  and  alepine. 
Tammy,  and  crape,  and  the  long  countlefs  lifl 
•Of  woollen  webs ;  and  every  work  of  fteel ; 
And  that  cryftalline  metal,  blown  or  fus'd. 

Limpid 
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Limpid  as  water  dropping  from  the  clefts 

Of  mofTy  marble :  not  to  name  the  aids 

Their  wit  has  given  the  fleece,  now  taught  to  link 

With  flax,  or  cotton,  or  the  fdk-worm's  thread. 

And  gain  the  graces  of  variety  : 

Whether  to  form  the  matron's  decent  robe, 

'Or  the  thin-ftiading  trail  for  Agra*s  *  nymphs ; 

Or  folemn  curtains,  whofe  long  gloomy  folds 

Surround  the  foft  pavilions  of  the  rich. 

They  too  the  many-colour'd  arras  taught 
To  mimic  nature,  and  the  airy  fhapes 
Of  fportive  fancy :  fuch  as  oft  appear 
In  old  Mofaic  pavements,  when  the  plough 
■Up-turns  the  crumbling  glebe  of  Weldon  field; 
Or  that,  o'erftiaded  erft  by  Woodllock's  bower. 
Now  grac'd  by  Blenheim,  in  whofe  llately  rooms 
Rife  glowing  tapeftries,  that  lure  the  eye 
With  Marlborough's  wars:  here  Schellenbergh  exults. 
Behind  furrounding  hills  of  ramparts  Heep, 
And  vales  of  trenches  dark;  each  hideous  pafs 
Armies  defend;  yet  on  the  hero  leads 
His  Britons,  like  a  torrent,  o'er  the  mounds. 
Another  fcene  is  Blenheim's  glorious  field. 
And  the  red  Danube.     Here,  the  refcued  ftates 
Crowding  beneath  his  fhield:  there,  Ramillies* 

*  There  is  woven  at  Manchefter,  for  the  Eaft-Ind!cis,  a 
very  thin  ftuiF,  of  thread  and  cotton ;  which  is  cookr  tlian 
the  manufa<Slure«  of  that  country  ^here  the  material  is  only 
cotton. 

Important 
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Important  battle :  ne:xt,  the  tenfold  chain 

Of  Arleux  buril,  and  th'  adamantine  gates 

Of  Gaul  flung  open  to  the  tyrant's  throne. 

A  ihade  obfcures  the  reft — Ah,  then,  what  power 

Invidious  from  the  lifted  lickle  fnatch'd 

The  harveft  of  the  plain  ?  So  lively  glows 

The  fair  delufion,  that  our  pafiions  rife 

In  the  beholding,  and  the  glories  fhare 

Of  viiionary  battle.     This  bright  art 

Did  zealous  Europe  learn  of  pagan  hands. 

While  fhe  aflay'd,  with  rage  of  holy  war. 

To  defolate  their  fields :  but  old  the  ficill : 

Long  were  the  Phrygians'  pidturing  looms  renown'dj 

Tyre  alfo,  wealthy  feat  of  arts,  excell'd. 

And  elder  Sidon,  in  th'  hiftoric  web. 

Far-diftant  Tibet  in  her  gloomy  woods 
Rears  the  gay  tent,  of  blended  wool  unwoven. 
And  glutinous  materials :  the  Chinefe 
Their  porcelain,  Japan  its  varnifli  boalls. 
Some  fair  peculiar  graces  every  realm. 
And  each  from  each  a  Ihare  of  wealth  acquires. 

But  chief  by  numbers  of  induftrious  hands 
A  nation's  wealth  is  counted  :  numbers  raife 
,Warm  emulation :  where  that  virtue  dwells. 
There  will  be  Traffick's  feat;  there  will  flie  build 
Her  rich  emporium.     Hence,  ye  happy  fwains. 
With  hofpitality  inflame  your  breaft. 
And  emulation :  the  whole  world  receive. 
And  with  their  arts,  their  virtues,  deck  your  ifle. 
Each  dime,  each  Tea,  the  fpacious  orb  of  each, 

ShaU 


2o8  D  y  E  Jl  '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

Shall  join  their  various  llores,  and  amply  feed 
The  mighty  brotherhood ;  while  ye  proceedj» 
Aftive  and  enterprizing,  or  to  teach 
The  Ilream  a  naval  courfe,  or  till  the  wild. 
Or  drain  the  fen,  or  ftretch  the  long  canal. 
Or  plough  the  fertile  billows  of  the  deep. 
Why  to  the  narrow  circle  of  our  coaft 
Should  we  fubmit  our  limits,  while  each  wind 
Alii  lis  the  ftream  and  fail,  and  the  wide  main 
Wooes  us  in  every  port  ?  See  Belgium  build. 
Upon  the  foodful  brine,  her  envy'd  power; 
And,  half  her  people  floating  on  the  wave. 
Expand  her  filhy  regions.     Thus  our  iHe, 
Thus  only  may  Britannia  be  enlarg'd. — 
But  whither,  by  the  vifions  of  the  theme 
Smit  with  fublime  delight,  but  whither  ftrays 
The  raptur'd  Mufe,  forgetful  of  her  tafk  ? 

No  common  pleafure  warms  the  generous  mindj, 
When  it  beholds  the  labors  of  the  loom; 
How  widely  round  the  globe  they  are  difpers'd. 
From  little  tenements  by  wood  or  croft. 
Through  many  a  flender  path,  how  fedulous. 
As  rills  to  rivers  broad,  they  fpeed  their  way 
To  public  roads,  to  FofTe,  or  V/atling-flreet, 
Or  Armine,  ancient  works :  and  thence  explore. 
Through  every  navigable  wave,  the  fea. 
That  laps  the  green  earth  round :  through  Tyne,  and 

Tees, 
Through  Weare,  and  Lune,  and  merchandizing  Hull, 

And 
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And  Swale,  and  Aire,  whofe  cryRal  waves  refled 
The  various  colours  of  the  tinftur'd  web  ; 
Through  Ken,  fwift  rolling  down  his  rocky  dale. 
Like  giddy  youth  impetuous,  then  at  Wick 
Curbing  his  train,  and,  with  the  fober  pace 
Of  cautious  Eld,  meandering  to  the  deep; 
Through  Dart,  and  fullen  Exe,  whofe  murmuring 

wave 
Envies  the  Dune  and  Rother,  who  have  won 
The  ferge  and  kerfie  to  their  blanching  ftreams ; 
Through  Towy,  winding  under  Merlin's  towers. 
And  Uik,  that  frequent,  among  hoary  rocks. 
On  her  deep  waters  paints  th'  impending  fcene. 
Wild  torrents,  craggs,  and  woods,  and  mountain  fnowse 
The  northern  Cambrians,  an  induftricus  tribe. 
Carry  their  labors  on  pigmean  fteeds. 
Of  fize  exceeding  not  Leiceftrian  iheep. 
Yet  ftrong  and  fprightly  :  over  hill  and  dale 
They  travel  unfatigued,  and  lay  their  bales 
In  Salop's  ftreets,  beneath  whofe  lofty  walls 
Pearly  Sabrina  waits  them  with  her  barks. 
And  fpreads  the  fwelling  fheet.     For  no-where  far 
From  fome  tranfparent  river's  naval  courfe 
Arife,  and  fall,  our  various  hills  and  vales, 
No-where  far  diftant  from  the  mailed  wharf. 
We  need  not  vex  the  flrong  laborious  hand 
With  toil  enormousp  as  th'  Egyptian  king. 
Who  join'd  the  fable  waters  of  the  Nile, 
From  Memphis'  towers,  to  th*  Erythraean  gulph : 
VcL.  LVIIL  P  Or 
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Or  as  the  monarch  of  enfeebled  Gaul, 
Whofe  will  imperious  forc'd  an  hundred  ftreams. 
Through  many  a  foreft,  many  a  fpacious  wild, 
To  rtretch  their  fcanty  trains  from  fea  to  fea. 
That  fome  unprofitable  fkiif  might  float 
Acrofs  irriguous  dales,  and  hollovv'd  rocks. 

Far  eafier  pains  may  fvvell  our  gentler  floods. 
And  through  the  centre  of  the  ifle  conduct 
To  naval  union.     Trent  and  Severn's  wave. 
By  plains  alone  difparted,  woo  to  join 
Majeftic  TJiarais,    With  their  filver  urns 
The  nimble-footed  Naiads  of  the  fprings 
Await,  upon  the  dewy  lawn,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  union  ;  and  the  light 
Wood-nymphs ;  and  thofe,  v/ho  o'er  the  grots  prefide, 
Whofe  ftores  bituminous,  with  fparkling  fires. 
In  fummer's  tedious  abfence,  chear  the  fwains. 
Long  fitting  at  the  loom ;  and  thofe  befides. 
Who  crown,  with  yellow  flieaves,  the  farmer's  hopes. 
And  all  the  genii  of  commercial  toil : 
Thefe  on  the  dewy  lawns  await,  to  fpeed 
And  celebrate  the  union,  that  the  fleece. 
And  glolTy  web,  to  every  port  around 
May  lightly  glide  along.     Ev'n  now  behold, 
Adown  a  thoufand  floods,  the  burden'd  barks. 
With  white  fails  gliftening,  through  the  gloomy  woods 
Hafte  to  their  harbours.     See  the  filver  maze 
Of  ftately  Thamis,  ever  chequer'd  o'er 
With  deeply-laden  barges,  gliding  fmooth 

And 
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And  conllant  as  his  ftream  :  in  growing  pomp. 
By  Neptune  ftill  attended,  flow  he  rolls 
To  great  Augufta's  mart,  where  lofty  Trade, 
Amid  a  thoufand  golden  fpires  enthron'd. 
Gives  audience  to  the  world  :  the  ftrand  around 
Clol'e  fwarms  with  bufy  crowds  of  many  a  realm. 
WTiat  bales,  what  wealth,  what  induftry,  what  fleets ! 
JLo,  from  the  iimple  fleece  how  much  proceeds. 
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OUR  manufaftures  exported.  Voyage  through  the 
Channel,  and  by  the  Coaft  of  Spain.  View  of  the 
Mediterranean.  Decay  of  our  Turkey-trade.  Ad- 
drefs  to  the  fadorc  there.  Voyage  through  the 
Baltic.  The  mart  of  Peteriburgh.  The  ancient 
channels  of  commerce  to  the  Indies.  The  modern 
courfe  thither.  Shores  of  Afric.  Reflexions  on 
the  flave  trade  The  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  and  the 
eallern  coalt  of  Africa.  Trade  to  Perfia  and  Indoftan 
precarious,  tlirough  tyranny  arid  frequent  infurrec- 
tions.  Difputes  between  the  French  and  Englifh, 
on  the  coaft  of  Coromandel,  cenfured.  A  profpeft 
of  the  Spice -iflands,  and  of  China.  Traffic  at 
Canton.  Our  woollen  manufactures  known  at  Pekin, 
by  the  caravans  from.  Ruffia.  Defcription  of  that 
journey.  Tranlition  to  the  weftern  hemifphere. 
Voyage  of  Raleigh.  The  ftate  and  advantages  of 
our  North  American  colonies.  Severe  winters  in 
thofe  climates  :  hence  the  pafTage  through  Hudfon's- 
Bay  imprafticable.     Enquiries  for  an  eafier  paffage 

into 
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into  the  Pacific  ocean.  View  of  the  coalls  of  South 
America,  and  of  thofe  tempeftuous  feas.  Lord  An- 
fon's  expedition,  and  fuccefs  againft  the  Spaniards. 
The  naval  power  of  Britain  confident  with  the  wel- 
fare of  all  nations.  View  of  our  probable  improve* 
ments  in  traffic,  and  the  dillribution  of  our  woollen 
manufactures  over  the  whole  globe. 

"T^T  OW,  with  our  woolly  treafures  amply  ftor'd. 
Glide  the  tall  fleets  into  the  widening  main., 
A  floating  foreft  :  every  fail,  unfurl'd. 
Swells  to  the  wind,  and  gilds  the  azure  fky. 
Meantime, ,  in  pleafmg  care,  the  pilot  fleers 
Steady;  with  eye  intent  upon  the  fteel. 
Steady,  before  the  breeze,  the  pilot  fleers : 
While  gaily  o'er  the  waves  the  mounting  prows 
Dance,  like  a  fnoal  of  dolphins,  and  begin 
To  ftreak  with  various  paths  the  hoary  deep. 
Batavia's  fliallow  founds  by  fome  are  fought. 
Or  fandy  Elb  or  Wefer,  who  receive. 
The  fwain's  andpeafant's  toil  with  grateful  hand. 
Which  copious  gives  return  :  while  fome  explore 
Deep  Finnic  gulphs,  and  a  new  fliore  and  mart. 
The  bold  creation  of  that  Kefar's  power^ 
lUuftrious  Peter,  whofe  magnific  toils 
Repair  the  diflant  Cafpian,  and  reftore 
To  trade  its  ancient  ports.     Some  Thanet-s  flrand^ 
And  Dover's  chalky  clilt,  behind  them  turn. 
Soon  fmks  away  the  green  and  level  beach 
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Of  Rumney  marifh  and  Rye*s  filent  port. 

By  angry  Neptune  clos'd,  and  Vedta's  ifle. 

Like  the  pale  moon  in  vapor,  faintly  bright* 

An  hundred  opening  marts  are  feen,  are  loft ; 

Devonia's  hills  retire,  and  Edgecomb  mount, 

Waving  its  gloorny  groves,  delicious  fcene. 

Yet  fleady  o'er  the  waves  they  fteer  :  and  now 

The  Hu6luating  world  of  waters  wide. 

In  boundlefs  magnitude,  around  them  fwells ; 

O'er  whofe  imaginary  brim,  nor  towns,. 

Nor  woods,  ncr  mountain  tops,  nor  aught  appear Sj,. 

But  Phcebus'  orb,  refalgent  lamp  of  light. 

Millions  of  leagues  aloft :  heaven's  azure  vault 

Bends  over-head,  majeftic,  to  its  bafe. 

Uninterrupted  clear  circumference  j 

Til],  rlfmg  o'er  the  flickering  v/aves,  the  cape 

Of  Finifterrc;,  a  cloudy  fpot,  appears. 

Again,  and  oft,  th'  adventurous  fails  difperfe  j; 

Thefe  to  Iberia,  others  to  the  coaft 

Of  Lufitania,  th'  ancient  Tharfis  deem'd. 

Of  Solomon;  fair  regions,  with  the  webs 

Of  Norwich  pleas 'd,  or  thofe  of  Manchefter ;; 

Light  airy  cloathing  for  their  vacant  fwains. 

And  vifionary  monks.     We,  in  return. 

Receive  Cantabrian  fteel,  and  fleeces  foft, 

Segovian  or  Caftilian,  far  renown'd; 

And  goll's  attradlive  metal,  pledge  of  wealth. 

Spur  of  adivity,  to  good  or  ill 

Powerful  incentive  :  or  Hefperian  fruits. 

Fruits 
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Fruits  of  fpontaneous  growth,  the  citron  bright. 
The  fig,  and  orange,  and  heart-chearing  wine. 

Thole  ihips,  from  ocean  broad,  which  voyage  through. 
The  gates  of  Hercules  *,  find  many  feas. 
And  bays  unnumber'd,  opening  to  their  keels ; 
But  fhores  inhofpitable  oft,  to  fraud 
And  rapine  turn'd,  or  dreary  tra.cis  become 
Of  defolation.     The  proud  Roman  coalls, 
Fall'n,  like  the  Punic,  to  the  dafhing  waves 
Refign  their  ruins  :  Tiber's  boailed  flood, 
Whofe  pompous  moles  o'erlook'd  the  fubjeft  deep^ 
Now  creeps  along,  tlirough  brakes  and  yellow  dull^ 
While  Neptune  fcarce  perceives  its  murmuring  rill ; 
Such  are  th'  effeds,  when  Virtue  ilacks  her  hand ; 
Wild  Nature  back  returns :  along  thefe  fhores 
Negleded  trade  with  difficulty  toils, 
ColleLiing  {lender  ftores,  the  fun-dry'd  grape. 
Or  capers  from  the  rock,  that  prompt  the  taile 
Of  luxury.     Ev'n  Egypt's  fertile  ftrand. 
Bereft  of  human  difcipline,  has  loll 
Its  ancient  luilre  :  Alexandria's  port. 
Once  the  metropolis  of  trade,^  as  Tyre,. 
And  elder  Sidon,  as  the  Attic  town. 
Beautiful  Athens,  as  rich  Corinth,  Rhodes^ 
Unhonour'd  droops.     Of  all  the  numerous  marts,. 
That  in  thofe  glittering  feas  with  fplendor  rofe. 
Only  Byzantium,  of  peculiar  fite. 
Remains  in  profperous  ftate  ;  and  Tripolis, 
And  Smyrna,  facred  ever  to  the  Mufe. 

•  The  fireights  of  Gibraltar. 

P4  To 
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To  thefe  refort  the  delegates  of  trade. 
Social  in  life,  a  virtuous  brotherhood  ; 
And  bales  of  fofteft  wool  from  Bradford  looms. 
Or  Stroud,  difpenfe  ;  yet  fee,  with  vain  regret^ 
Their  Hores,  once  highly  priz'd,  no  longer  now  • 
Or  fought,  or  valued :  copious  webs  arrive, 
Smooth-wGv'n  of  other  than  Britannia's  fleece. 
On  the  throng'd  llrand  alluring ;  the  great  fkill 
Of  Gaul,  and  greater  induftry,  prevails ; 
That  proud  imperious  foe.     Yet,  ah — 'tis  not— - 
Wrong  not  the  Gaul ;  it  is  the  foe  within. 
Impairs  our  ancient  marts :  it  is  the  bribe  ; 
'Tis  he,  who  pours  into  the  Ihops  of  trade 
That  impious  poifon :  it  is  he,  who  gains 
The  facred  feat  of  parliament  by  means. 
That  vitiate  and  emafculate  the  mind ; 
By  floth,  by  lewd  intemperance,  and  a  fcene 
Of  riot,  worfe  than  that  which  ruin'd  Rome, 
This,  this  the  Tartar,  and  remote  Cliinefe, 
And  all  the  brotherhood  of  life,  bewail. 

Meantime  (while  thofe,  who  dare  be  jufl,  oppofe 
The  various  powers  of  many-headed  vice) 
Ye  delegates  of  trade,  by  patience  rife 
O'er  difficulties :  in  this  fultry  clime 
Note  what  is  found  of  ufe  :  the  fiix  of  goat. 
Red-wool,  and  balm,  and  caufee's  berry  brown. 
Or  dropping  gum,  or  opium's  lenient  drug  ; 
Unnumber'd  arts  await  them:  trifles  oft. 
By  fi^ilful  labour,  rife  to  high  efteem. 

Nor 
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Nor  what  the  peafant,  near  fome  lucid  wave, 
Pa£lolus,  Simois,  or  Mseander  flow, 
Renown'd  in  itory,  with  his  plough  up-turns* 
Negledl ;  the  hoary  medal ;^  and  the  vafe, . 
Statue,  and  bull,  of  old  magnificence 
Beautiful  reliques :  oh,  could  modern  time 
Rellore  the  mimic  art,  and  the  clear  mien 
Of  patriot  fages,  Walfmghams  and  Yorkes, 
And  Cecils,  in  long-lafting  Hone  preferve  ! 
But  mimic  art  and  nature  are  impair 'd— 
Impair'd-they  feem — or  in  a  varied  drefs 
Delude  our  eyes:  the  world  in  change  delights; 
Change  then  your  fearches,  with  the  varied  modes 
And  wants  of  realms.  Sabean  frankincenfe 
P.are  is  colleCled  now:  few  altars  fmoke 
Now  in<the  idol  fane:  Panchaiah  views 
Trade's  bufy  fleets  regardlefs  pafs  her  coaft: 
Nor  frequent  are  the  freights  of  fnow-white  woofs^. 
Since  Rome,  no  more  the  miilrefs  of  the  world. 
Varies  her  gaib,  and  treads  her  darken'd  Itreets. 
Yv'ith  gloomy  coul,  majeftical  no  more. 
See  the  dark  fpirit  of  tyrannic  power. 
The  Thracian  channel,  long  the  road  of  trade 
To  the  deep  Euxine  and  its  naval  ftreams. 
And  the  Mqeotis,  now  is  barr'd  with  chains,  . 
And  forts  of  hoftile  battlement :  in  aught 
That  joys  mankind  the  arbitrary  Turk 
Delights  not:  iufolent  of  rule,  he  fpreads 
1"liraldom  and  defolation  o'er  his  realms. 

Another 
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Another  path  to  Scythia's  wide  domains 
Commerce  difcovers :  the  .Livonian  gulph 
Receives  her  fails,  and  leads  them  to  the  port 
Of  rifmgPeterfburgh,  whofe  fplendid  ftreets 
Swell  with  the  webs  of  Leeds :  the  Cofiac  there^. 
The  Calmuc,  and  Mungalian^  round  the  bales 
In  crowds  refort,  and  their  warm'd  limbs  enfold. 
Delighted ;  and  the  hardy  Samoid> 
Rough  with  the  flings  of  froll,  from  his  dark  caves 
Afcends,  and  thither  hades,  ere  winter's  rage 
O'ertake  his  homeward  flepj  and  they  that  dwelt 
Along  the  banks  of  Don's  and  Volga's  ftreams ; 
And  borderers  of  the  Cafpian,  who  renew 
That  ancient  path  to  India's  climes,  which  fill'd 
With  proudeil  affluence  the  Colchian  ftate. 

Many  have  been  the  ways  to  thofe  renown'd 
Luxuriant  climes  of  Indus,  early  known 
To  Memphis ;  to  the  port  of  wealthy  Tyre ; 
To  Tadmor,  beauty  of  the  wildfernefs. 
Who  down  the  long  Euphrates  fent  her  fails ;, 
And  facred  Salem,  when  her  numerous  fleets,. 
From  Ezion-geber,  pafs'd  th'  Arabian  gulph. 

But  later  times,  more  fortunate,  have  foundj^ 
O'er  ocean's  open  wave,  a  furer  courfe. 
Sailing  the  weflern  coaft  of  Afric's  realms,, 
Of  Mauritania,  and  Nigritian  tra-fts. 
And  iflands  of  the  Gorgades,  the  bounds,,. 
On  the  Atlantic  brine,  of  ancient  trade  ; 
But  not  of  modern,  by  the  virtue  led 
Of  Gama  and  Columbus.    The  whole  globe 
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Is  now,  of  commerce,  made  the  fcene  immenfe. 
Which  daring  fhips  frequent,  alTociated, 
Like  doves,  or  fwallows,  in  th'  ethereal  flood. 
Or,  like  the  eagle,  folitary  feen. 

Some,  with  more  open  courfe,  to  Indus  fleer ; 
Some  coaft  from  port  to  port,  with  various  men 
And  manners  converfant ;  of  th'  angry  furge. 
That  thunders  loud,  and  fpreads  the  cliiFs  with  foam, 
Regardlefsr  or  the  monfters  of  the  deep, 
Porpoife,  or  grampus,  or  the  ravenous  iliark,. 
That  chace  their  keels ;  or  threatening  rock,  overhead 
Of  Atlas  old  5  beneath  the  threatening  rocks, 
Recklefs,  they  furl  their  fails,  and  bartering  take^^. 
Soft  flakes  of  wool;  for  in  foft  flakes  of  woolj 
Like  the  Silurian,  Atlas'  dales  abound.      '' 

The  Ihores  of  Sus  inhofpitable  rife. 
And  high  Bojador;  Zara  too  difplays 
Unfruitful  deferts ;  Gambia's  wave  inifles 
An  ouzy  coail,  and  peftilential  ills 
Diffufes  wide ;  behind  are  burning  fands,- 
Adverfe  to  life,  and  Nilus'  hidden  fount. 

On  Guinea's  fultry  fand,  the  drapery  light 
Of  Manchefter  or  Norwich  is  beftow'd 
For  clear  tranfparent  gums,  and  dudile  wax> 
And  fnow-white  ivory ;  yet  the  valued  trade^^ 
Along  this  barbarous  coall,.  in  telling,  wounds 
The  generous  heart,  the  fale  of  wretched  flaves ; 
Slaves,  by  their  tribes  condemn'd,  exchanging  death 
For  life-long  fervitude;  fevere  exchange  ! 
Thefe  till  our  fertile  colonies,  which  yield 

The 
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The  fugar-cane,  and  the  Tobago-leaf, 
And  various  new  produdlions,  that  invite 
Increafing  navies  to  their  crouded  wharfs. 

But  let  the  man,  whofe  rough  tempeiluous  hours 
In  this  adventurous  traffic  are  involv'd. 
With  juft  humanity  of  heart  purfue 
The  gainful  commerce  :  wickednefs  is  blind : 
Their  fable  chieftains  may  in  future  times 
Burft  their  frail  bonds,  and  vengeance  execute 
On  cruel  unrelenting  pride  of  heart 
And  avarice.     There  are  ills  to  come  for  crimes. . 

Hot  Guinea  too  gives  yellow  duil  of  gold. 
Which,  with  her  rivers,  rolls  adown  the  fides 
Of  unknown  hills,  where  fiery -winged  winds. 
And  fandy  deferts,  rous'd  by  fudden  ftorms. 
All  fearch  forbid:  howe'er,  on  either  hand, 
Vallies  and  pleafant  plains,  and  many  a  trad 
Deem'd  uninhabitable  erll,  are  found 
Fertile  and  populous  :  their  fable  tribes. 
In  {hade  of  verdant  groves,  and  mountains  tall. 
Frequent  enjoy  the  cool  defcent  of  rain. 
And  foft.  refreftiing  breezes :  nor  are  lakes 
Here  wanting ;  thofe  a  fearwide  furface  fpread^ 
Which  to  the  diftant  Nile  and  Senegal 
Send  long  maeanders :  whate'er  lies  beyond. 
Of  rich. or  barren,  ignorance  o'ercalls 
With  her  dark  mantle.     Mon'motapa's  coall 
Is  feldom  vifited ;  and  the  rough  Ihore 
Of  CafFres,  land  of  favage  Hottentots, 
Whofe  hands  uiinatural  hailen  to  the  grave 
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Their  aged  parents :  what  barbarity 
And  brutal  ignorance,  where  focial  trade 
Is  held  contemptible  !   Ye  gliding  fails. 
From  thefe  inhofpitable  gloomy  fhores 
Indignant  turn,  and  to  the  friendly  Cape, 
Which  gives  the  chearful  mariner  good  hope 
■Of  profperous  voyage,  lleer  :  rejoice  to  view. 
What  trade,  with  Belgian  induftry,  creates, 
Profpeds  of  civil  life,  fair  towns,  and  lawns. 
And  yellow  tilth,  and  groves  of  various  fruits. 
Delectable  ie  hulk  or  gloffy  rind : 
There  the  capacious  vafe  from  cryftal  fprings 
Replenirti,  and  convenient  ftore  provide. 
Like  ants,  intelligent  of  future  need. 

See,  through  the  fragrance  of  delicious  airs. 
That  breathe  the  fmell  of  balms,  how  traffic  Ihapes 
A  winding  voyage,  by  the  lofty  coaft 
Of  Sofala,  thought  Ophir;  in  whofe  hills 
Ev'n  yet  fome  portion  of  its  ancient  wealth 
Remains,  and  fparkles  in  the  yellow  fand 
Of  its  clear  llreams,  though  unregarded  now ; 
Ophirs  more  rich  are  found.     With  eafy  courfe 
The  vefTels  glide ;  unlefs  their  fpeed  be  ftop'd 
By  dead  calms,  that  oft  lie  on  thofe  fmooth  feas 
While  every  zephyr  fleeps:  then  the'fhrouds  drop; 
The  downy  feather,  on  the  cordage  hung. 
Moves  not ;  the  flat  fea  (hines  like  yellow  gold, 
Fus'd  in  the  fire;  or  like  the  marble  floor 
Of  fome  old  temple  wide.     But  where  fo  wide. 
In  old  or  later  time,  its  marble  floor 

Did 
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Did  ever  temple  boail  as  this,  which  here 

Spreads  its  bright  level  many  a  league  around  ? 

At  folemn  difiances  its  pillars  rife, 

Sofal's  blue  rocks,  Mozambic's  palmy  fteeps. 

And  lofty  Madagafcar's  glittering  fhores. 

Where  various  woods  of  beauteous  vein  and  hue. 

And  gloffy  fhells  in  elegance  of  form. 

For  Pond's  rich  cabinet,  or  Sloan's,  are  found. 

Such  calm  oft  checks  their  courfe,  till  this  bright  fcene 

Is  brufh'd  away  before  the  rifmg  breeze. 

That  joys  the  bufy  crew,  and  fpeeds  again 

The  fail  full-fwelling  to  Socotra's  ifle. 

For  aloes  fam'd;  or  to  the  wealthy  marts 

Of  Ormus  or  Gombroon,  whofe  ftreets  are  oft 

With  caravans  and  tawny  merchants  throng 'd. 

From  neighbouring  provinces  and  realms  afar; 

And  fill'd  with  plenty,  though  dry  fandy  waftes 

Spread  naked  round ;  fo  great  the  power  of  trade. 

Perfia  few  ports ;  more  happy  Indollan 
Beholds  Surat  and  Goa  on  her  coafts. 
And  Bombay's  wealthy  ille,  and  harbour  fam'd. 
Supine  beneath  the  fhade  of  cocoa  groves. 
But  what  avails,  or  many  ports  or  few  ? 
Where  wild  ambition  frequent  from  his  lair 
Starts  up;  while  fell  revenge  and  famine  lead 
To  havoc,  recklefs  of  the  tyrant's  whip. 
Which  clanks  along  the  vallies :  oft  in  vain 
The  merchant  feeks  upon  the  ftrand,  whom  erft, 
j\flbciated  by  trade,  he  deck'd  and  cloath'd; 
In  vain,  whom  rage  or  famine  has  devour'd. 

He 
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He  feeks  ;  and  with  increas'd  afFeclion  thinks 
On  Britain.     Still  howe'er  Bombaya's  wharfs 
Pile -up  blue  indigo,  and,  of  frequent  ufe. 
Pungent  falt-petre,  woods  of  purple  grain. 
And  many-colour'd  faps  from  leaf  and  flower. 
And  various  gums;  the  clothier  knows  their  worth; 
And  wool  refembling  cotton,  fhorn  from  trees. 
Not  to  the  fleece  unfriendly ;  whether  mixt 
In  warp  or  woof,  or  with  the  line  of  flax. 
Or  fofter  filk's  material :  though  its  aid 
To  vulgar  eyes  appears  not;  let  none  deem 
The  fleece,  in  any  traflic,  unconcem'd; 
By  every  traffic  aided ;  while  each  work 
Of  art  yields  wealth  to  exercife  the  loom. 
And  every  loom  employs  each  hand  of  art. 
Nor  is  there  wheel  in  the  machine  of  trade. 
Which  Leeds,  or  Cairo,  Lima,  or  Bombay, 
Helps  not,  with  harmony,  to  turn  around. 
Though  all,  unconfcious  of  the  union,  act. 

Few  the  peculiars  of  Canara's  realm. 
Or  fultry  Malabar;  where  it  behoves 
The  wary  pilot,  while  he  coafts  the  Ihores, 
To  mark  o'er  ocean  the  thick  rifmg  ifles ; 
Woody  Chaetta,  Birter  rough  with  rocks ; 
Green-riflng  Barmur,  Mincoy's  purple  hills ; 
And  the  minute  Maldivias,  as  a  fwarm 
Of  bees  in  fummer,  on  a  poplar's  trunk, 
Cluftering  innumerable ;  thefe  behind 
His  ftern  receding,  o'er  the  clouds  he  views 
Ceylon's  grey  peaks,  from  whofe  volcano's  rife 

Dark 
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Dark  fmoke  and  ruddy  flame,  and  glaring  racks 
Daring  in  air  aloft ;  around  whofe  feet 
Blue  cliffs  afcend,  and  aromatic  groves. 
In  various  profpedt ;  Ceylon  alfo  deem'd 
The  ancient  Ophir.     Next  Bengala's  bay. 
On  the  vaft  globe  the  deepeft,  while  the  prow- 
Turns  northward  to  the  rich  difputed  ftrand 
Of  Cor'mandel,  where  traffic  grieves  to  fee 
Difcord  and  avarice  invade  her  realms. 
Portending  ruinous  war,  and  cries  aloud. 
Peace,  peace,  ye  blinded  Britons,  and  ye  Gauls;5 
Nation  to  Nation  is  a  light,  a  fire. 
Enkindling  virtue,  fciences,  and  arts: 
But  cries  aloud  in  vain.     Yet  wife  defence, 
Againft  ambition's  wide-deftroying  pride, 
Madrafs  ere£led,  and  Saint  David's  fort. 
And  thofe  which  rife  on  Ganges'  twenty  ftreams. 
Guarding  the  woven  fleece,  Calcutta's  tower. 
And  Maldo's  and  Patana's :  from  their  holds 
The  fliining  bales  our  fadors  deal  abroad. 
And  fee  the  country's  produ»5ls,  in  exchange. 
Before  them  heap'd:  cotton's  tranfparent  webs. 
Aloes,  and  caffia,  falutiferous  drugs, 
Alom,  and  lacque,  and  clouded  tortoifelhell. 
And  brilliant  diamonds,  to  decorate 
Britannia's  blooming  Nymphs.     For  thefe,  o'er  all 
The  kingdoms  round,  our  draperies  are  difpers'd. 
O'er  Bukor,  Cabul,  and  the  Badriari  vales. 
And  Caffimere,  and  Atoc,  on  the  flream 
Of  old  Hydafpes,  Porus'  hardy  realm ; 

Aud 
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And  late-difcovcr'd  Tibet,  where  the  fleece. 
By  art  peculiar,  is  comprefs'd  2nd  wrought 
To  threadlefs  drapery,  which,  in  conic  forms. 
Of  various  hues,  their  gaudy  roofs  adorns. 

The  keels  which  voyage  through  IMoIucca's  Ih-aits, 
Amid  a  cloud  of  fplcy  odours,  fail. 
From  Java  and  Sumatra  breath'd,  whofe  woods 
Yield  fiery  pepper,  that  deflroys  the  moth 
In  woolly  veftures  :  Ternate  and  Tidore 
Give  to  the  fefial  board  the  fragrant  clove 
And  nutmeg,  to  thofe  narrow  bounds  connn'd  j 
While  gracious  Nature,  with  unfparing  hand. 
The  needs  of  life  o'er  every  region  pours. 

Near  thofe  delicious  iiles,  the  beauteous  coafl 
Of  China  rears  its  fummits.     Know  ye  not. 
Ye  fons  of  trade,  that  ever-flowery  fhore, 
Thofe  azure  hills,  thofe  woods  and  nodding  rocks  r 
Compare  them  with  the  pictures  of  your  chart; 
Alike  the  woods  and  nodding  rocks  o'erhang. 
Now  the  tall  gloffy  towers  of  pcrcelane. 
And  pillar 'd  pagods  fhine ;  rejoiced  they  fee 
The  port  of  Canton  opening  to  their  prows. 
And  in  the  winding  of  the  river  moor. 

Upon  the  flrand  they  heap  .their  gloffy  bales. 
And  works  of  Eirmingham,  in  brafs  or  iteel. 
And  flint,  and  ponderous  lead  from  decp^cells  rais'd. 
Tit  ballafl  in  the  fury  of  the  florm. 
That  tears  the  fhrouds,  and  bends  the  fiubborn  mall : 
Thefe,  for  the  artifls  of  the  fleece,  procure 
Various  materials ;  and,  for  affluent  life. 
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The  flavour'd  thea  and  glofTy  painted  vafe  i 
Things  elegant,  ill-titled  luxuries. 
In  temperance  us'd,  deleclable  and  good. 
They  too  from  hence  receive  the  Itrongeil  thread 
Of  the  green  fdkworm.     \^arious  is  the  wealth 
Of  that  rcnown'd  and  ancient  land,  fecure 
In  conilant  peace  and  commerce ;  till'd  to  th'  height 
Of  rich  fertility;  where,  thick  as  liars, 
Bright  habitations  glitter  on  each  hill. 
And  rock,  and  (hady  dale;  ev'n  on  the  waves 
Of  copious  rivers,  lakes,  and  bordering  feas. 
Rife  floating  villages ;  no  wonder ;  when. 
In  every  province,  firm  and  level  roads. 
And  long  canals,  and  navigable  dreams, 
Ever,  with  eafe,  condudl  the  works  of  toil 
To  fure  and  fpeedy  markets,  through  the  length 
Of  many  a  crowded  region,  many  a  clime. 
To  the  imperial  towers  of  Cambalu, 
Now  Pekin,  where  the  fleece  is  not  unknown ; 
Since  Calder's  woofs,  and  thofe  of  Exe  and  Frome, 
And  Yare,  and  Avon  flow,  and  rapid  Trent, 
Thither  by  Ruflic  caravans  are  brought. 
Through  Scythia's  numerous  regions,  waile  and  wild. 
Journey  immenfe  !  which,  to  th'  attentive  ear. 
The  Mufe,  in  faithful  notes,  fliall  brief  defcribe. 
From  the  proud  mart  of  PeterfiDurg,  ere-while 
The  watery  feat  of  defolation  wide, 
IflTue  thefe  trading  caravans,  and  urge. 
Through  dazzling  fnows^,  their  dreary  tracklefs  road ; 
By  compafs  fleering  oft,  from  week  to  week. 

From 
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From  month  to  month ;  whole  feafons  v'ew  their  to'Js. 
Neva  they  pafs,  and  Kefma's  gloomy  flood, 
Volga,  and  Don,  and  Oka's  torrent  prone. 
Threatening  in  vain  ;  and  many  a  catarad. 
In  its  fall  ftopt,  and  bound  with  bars  of  ice. 

Clofe  ■on  the  left  unnumber'd  trafts  they  view 
White  with  continual  frofl ;  and  on  the  right 
The  Cafpian-lake,  and  ever- flowery  realms. 
Though  now  abhorr'd,  behind  them  turn,  the  haunt 
Of  arbitrary  rule,  where  regions  v/ide 
Are  deftin'd  to  the  fword ;  and  on  each  hand 
Roads  hung  with  carcafes,  or  under  foot 
Thick  llrown;  while,  in  their  rough  bewilder'd  vales. 
The  blooming  rofe  its  fragrance  breathes  in  vain. 
And  filver  fountains  fall,  and  nightingales 
Attune  their  notes,  where  none  are  left  to  hear. 

Sometimes  o'er  level  ways,  on  eafy  fleds. 
The  generous  horfe  conveys  the  Tons  of  trade ; 
And  ever  and  anon  the  docile  dog  ; 
And  now  the  light  rein-deer,  with  rapid  pace, 
Skim.s  over  icy  lakes  ;  now  flow  they  climb 
Aloft  o'er  clouds,  and  then  adown  defcend 
To  hollow  vallies,  till  the  eye  beholds 
The  roofs  of  Tobol,  whofe  hill-crowning  walls 
Shine,  like  the  rifing  moon,  through  watery  mills : 
Tobol,  th'  abode  of  thofe  unfortunate 
Exiles  of  angry  Hate,  and  thralls  of  war  ; 
Solemn  fraternity  1  where  carl,  and  prince. 
Soldier,  and  ftatefman,  and  uncrelled  chief. 
On  the  dark  level  of  adverfity, 

0^2  Convent 
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Converfe  familiar  ;  while,  amid  the  cares 

And  toils  for  hunger,  thirft,  and  nakednefs. 

Their  little  public  fmiles,  and  the  bright  fparks 

Of  trade  are  kindled :  trade  arifes  oft. 

And  virtue,  from  adverfity  and  want : 

Be  witnefs,  Carthage;  witnefs,  ancient  Tyre; 

And  thou,  Batavia,  daughter  of  diflrefs. 

This,  with  his  hands,  which  erft  the  truncheon  held. 

The  hammer  lifts ;  another  bends  and  weaves 

The  flexile  willow ;  that  the  mattoc  drives  : 

All  are  employ 'd  ;  and  by  their  works  acquire 

Our  fleecy  vellures.     From  their  tenements. 

Pleas 'd  and  refreih'd,  proceeds  the  caravan 

Through  iively-fpreading  cultures,  pailures  green. 

And  yellow  tillages  in  opening  woods  : 

Thence  on,  through  Narim's  wilds,  a  pathlefs  road 

They  force,  with  rough  entangling  thorns  perplext^ 

Land  of  the  lazy  Ofdacs,  thin  difpers'd, 

"Who,  by  avoiding,  meet  the  toils  they  loathe. 

Tenfold  augmented ;  miferable  tribe. 

Void  of  commercial  comforts  :  v/ho,  nor  corn. 

Nor  pulfe^  nor  oil,  nor  heart-enlivening  wine. 

Know  to  procure  ;  nor  fpade,  nor  fcythe,  nor  fhare. 

Nor  focial  aid :  beneath  their  thorny  bed 

The  ferpent  hifTes,  while  in  thickets  nigh 

Loud  howls  the  hungry  wolf.     So  on  they  fare. 

And  pafs  by  fpacious  lakes,  begirt  with  rocks 

And  azure  mountains ;  and  the  heights  admire 

Of  white  Imaus,  whofe  fnow-nodding  craggs 

Frighten  the  realms  beneath,  and  from  their  urns 

Pour 
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Pour  mighty  rivers  down,  th'  impetuous  ftreams 
Of  Oby,  and  Irtis,  and  Jenifca,  fwift. 
Which  rufh  upon  the  northern  pole,  upheave 
its  frozen  feas,  and  lift  their  hills  of  ice. 

Thefe  rugged  paths  and  favage  landfcapes  pafs'd;, 
A  new  fcene  ftrikes  their  eyes  :  among  the  clouds 
Alofi  they  view,  what  feems  a  chain  of  cliffs. 
Nature's  proud  work  ;  that  matchlefs  work  of  art^ 
The  wall  of  Sina,  by  Chihoham's  power. 
In  earliefl  times,  erecled.    Warlike  troops 
Frequent  are  feen  in  haughty  march  along 
Its  ridge,  a  vail  extent,  beyond  the  length 
Of  many  a  potent  empire;  towers  and  ports. 
Three  times  a  thoufand,  lift  thereon  their  brows 
At  equal  fpaccs,  and  in  profpecl  'round 
Cities,  and  plains,  and  kingdom.s,  overlook* 

At  length  the  gloomy  paiTage  they  attain 
Of  its  deep-vaulted  gates,  whofe  opening  folds 
Conduil  at  length  to  Pekin's  glittering  fpires 
The  delHn'd  mart,  where  joyous  they  arrive. 

Thus  are  the  textures  of  the  fieece  convey 'd_ 
To  Sina's  diflant  realm,  the  utmoft  bound 
Of  the  fiat  floor  of  Itedfail  Earth  ;  for  fo 
Fabled  Antiquity,  ere  peaceful  Trade 
Inform'd  the  opening  mind  of  curious  man*^ 

Now  to  the  other  hsmifphsre,   my  Mufe>< 
A  new  world,  found,  extend  thy  daring  wing^ 
Be  thou  the  firll  of  the  harmonious  Nine 
From  high  ParnafTus,  the  unv.'cai-y'd  toils 
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Of  induftry  and  valour,  in  that  world 
Triumphant,  to  reward  with  tuneful  fong. 

Happy  the  voyage,  o'er  th'  Atlantic  brine,. 
By  active  Raleigh  made,  and  great  the  joy. 
When  he  difcem'd,  above  the  foamy  furge, 
A  rifing  coafl,  for  future  colonies. 
Opening  her  bays,  and  figuring  her  capes, 
Ev'n  from  the  northern  tropic  to  the  pole. 
No  land  gives  more  employment  to  the  loom^ 
Or  kindlier  feeds  the  indigent ;  no  land 
With  more  variety  of  wealth  rewards 
The  hand  of  labour :  thither,  from  the  wrongs 
Of  lawlefs  rule,  the  free-born  fpirit  flies  ; 
Thither  Afflidlion,.  thither  Poverty, 
A^nd  Arts  and  Sciences  :  thrice  happy  clime, 
V/hich  Britain  makes  tK'  afylum  of  mankind  I 

But  Joy  fuperior  far  his  bofom  warms. 
Who  views  thofc  ilicres  in  every  culture  drefs'dj: 
With  habitations  gay,  and  numerous  towns. 
On  hill  and  valley  ;  and  his  countrymen 
Form'd  into  various  Hates,  pov/erful  and  rich. 
In  regions  far  remote :  who  from  our  looms 
Take  largely  for  themfelves,  and  for  thofe  tribes^ 
Of  Indians,  ancient  tenants  of  the  land,. 
In  arnity  conjoin'd,  of  civil  life 
The  comforts  taught,  and  various  new  defires^, 
Which  kindle  arts>  and  occupy  the  poor. 
And  fpread  Britannia's  flocks  o'er  every  dale. 

Ye,  who  the  fliuttle  caft  along  the  loom. 
The  filk-worm's  thread  imveaving  with  the  fleece. 

Pray 
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Pray  for  the  culture  of  the  Georgian  tracl. 
Nor  (light  the  green  Savannahs,  and  the  plains 
Of  Carolina,  where  thick  woods  arife 
Of  mulberries,  and  in  whofe  water'd  fields 
Up-fprings  the  verdant  blade  of  thirfty  rice. 
Where  are  the  happy  regions,  which  afford 
More  implements  of  commerce,  and  of  wealth  ? 

Fertile  Virginia,  like  a  vigorous  bough. 
Which  overihades  fome  cryilal  river,  fpreads 
Her  wealthy  cultivations  wide  around. 
And,  more  than  many  a  fpacious  realm,  rewards 
The  fleecy  fhuttle  :  to  her  growing  marts. 
The  Iroquefe,  Cheroques,  and  Oubacks,  come. 
And  quit  their  feathery  ornaments  uncouth. 
For  woolly  garments ;  and  the  cheers  of  life. 
The  cheers,  but  not  the  vices,  learn  to  talle^ 
Blufh,  Europeans,  whom  the  circling  cup 
Of  Luxury  intoxicates;  ye  routs. 
Who,  for  your  crimes,  have  fled  your  native  land  ; 
And  ye  voluptuous  idle,  who,  in  vain. 
Seek  eafy  habitation?,  void  of  care  : 
The  fons  of  nature,  with  aflonilhment. 
And  deteftation,  mark  your  evil  deeds  ; 
And  view,  no  longer  aw'd,  your  ncrvelcfs  arms. 
Unfit  to  cultivate  Ohio's  banks. 

See  the  bold  emigrants  of  Accadie, 
And  Maflachufet,  happy  in  thofe  arts 
That  join  the  politics  of  Trade  and  War, 
Bearing  the  palm  in  either  :  they  appear 

(^4,  Better 
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Better  exemplars  ;  and  that  hardy  crew. 
Who,  on  the  frozen  beach  of  Newfoundland, 
Hang  their  white  fifh  amid  the  parching  winds : 
The  kindly  fleece,  in  webs  of  DufReld  woof. 
Their  limbs,  benumb'd,  enfolds  with  cheerly  warmth. 
And  frize  of  Cambria,  worn  by  thofe,  who  feek. 
Through  gulphs  and  dales  of  Hudfon's  winding  bay^ 
The  beaver's  fur,  though  oft  they  feek  in  vain. 
While  Winter's  frofty  rigor  checks  approach,. 
Ev'ii  in  the  fiftieth  latitude.     Say  why 
(If  ye,  the  travel'd  fons  of  commerce,  know). 
Wherefore  lie  bound  their  rivers,  lakes,  and  dales^ 
Hilf  the  fun's  annual  courfe,.in  chains  of  ice  ? 
While  the  Rhine's  fertile  flicre,  and  Gallic  realms. 
By  the  fame  zone  encircled,  long  enjoy 
Warm  beams  of  Phoebus,  and,  fupine,  behold 
Their  plains  and  hillocks  blufh  with  cluttering  vines. 

Mull  it  be  ever  thus  ?  or  may  the  hand 
Of  mighty  Labor  drain  their  gutty  lake?. 
Enlarge  the  brightening  fky,  and,  peopling,  warm 
The  opening  vallies,.  and  the  yellowing  plains  ? 
Or  rather  fhali  we  burtt  ttrong  Darien's  chain,. 
Steer  our  bold  fleets  between  the  cloven  rocks. 
And  through  the  great  Pacific  every  joy 
Of  civil  life  diffufe  ?  Are  not  her  ifles 
Numejous  and  large  ?  Have  they  not  harbours  calm^ 
Inhabitants,  and  m.anners  ?  haply,  too. 
Peculiar  fciences,  ajid  other  forms 
Of  trade,  and  ufeful  produfts,  to  exchange 
for  woolly  veftures  ?  'Tis  a  tedious  courfe 

By 
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By  the  Antardic  circle :  nor  beyond 
Thofe  fea -wrapt  gardens  of  the  dulcet  reed, 
Bahama  and  Caribbee,  may  be  found 
Safe  mole- or  harbour,  till  on  Falkland's  ifle 
The  ftandard  of  Britannia  Ihall  arife. 
Proud  Buenos  Aires,  low- couched  Paraguay, 
And  rough  Corrientes,  mark,  with  hoftile  eye^ 
The  labouring  veiTel :  neither  may  we  truft 
The  dreary  naked  Patagonian  land, 
Wliich  darkens  in  the  wind.     No  traffic  there. 
No  barter  for  the  fleece.     There  angry  ftorms 
Bend  their  black  brows,,  and,  raging,  hurl  around 
Their  thunders.     Ye  adventurous  mariners. 
Be  firm;  take  courage  from  the  brave.     'Twas  there 
Perils  and  conflicls  inezprefuble 
\nfon,  with  ileady  undefpairing  breafl, 
Endur'd,  w^hen  o'er  the  various  globe  he  chac'd 
Kis  country's  foes.     Fall-gathering  tempefts  rouz'd 
Huge  ocean,  and  involv'd  him  :  all  around 
Whirlwind,  and  fnow,  and  hail,  and  horror:  now, 
K  apidly,.  with  the  world  of  waters,  down 
Defcending  to  the  channels  of  the  deep. 
He  view'd  th'  uncover'd  bottom  of  th'  abyf"; 
And  now  the  ilars,  upon  the  loftiefl  point 
Tofs'd  of  the  Iky-mix'd  furges.     Oft  the  burfl 
Of  loudeil  thunder,  with  the  dafn  of  feas. 
Tore  the  wild-flying  fails  and  tumbling  mails  ; 
While  flames,  thick-flafhing  in  the  gloom,  reveal'd 
Rums  of  decks  and  flirouds,  and  fights  of  death* 

Yet 
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Yet  on  he  far'd,  with  fortitude  his  chear. 
Gaining,  at  intervals,  flow  way  beneath 
Del  Fuego's  rugged  cliffs,  and  the  white  ridge. 
Above  all  height,  by  opening  clouds  reveal'd. 
Of  Montegorda,  and  inaccefhble 
Wreck-threatening  Staten-lands  o'erhanging  fhorc. 
Enormous  rocks  on  rocks,  in  ever-wild 
Poflure  of  falling;  as  when  Pelion,  rear'd. 
On  Offa,  and  on  Ofla's  tottering  head 
Woody  Olympus,  by  the  angry  gods 
Precipitate  on  earth  were  doom'd  to  fall. 

At  length,  through  every  tempell,  as  fome  branch> 
Which  from  a  poplar  falls  into  a  loud 
Impetuous  cataraft,  though  deep  immersM, 
Yet  re-afcends,  and  glides,  on  lake  or  flream. 
Smooth  through  the  vallies;  fo  his  way  he  won 
To  the  ferene  Pacific,  flood  immenfe. 
And  rear'd  his  lofty  mafts,  and  fpread  his  fiiils» 

Then  Paita*s  walls,  in  wafting  flames  involv'd. 
His  vengeance  felt,  and  fair  occafion  gave 
To  fhew  humanity  and  continence. 
To  Scipio's  not  inferior.     Then  was  left 
No  corner  of  the  globe  fecure  to  pride 
And  violence:  although  the  far-ftretch'd  coail 
Of  Chili,  and  Peru,  and  Mexico, 
Arm'd  in  their  evil  caufe ;  though  fell  Difeafe, 
Un'bating  Labor,  tedious  Time,  confpir'd. 
And  Heat  inclement,  to  unnerve  his  force ; 
Though  that  wide  fea,  wliich  fpreads  o'er  half  slie 
world, 

Deny'd 
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Deny'd  all  hofpitable  land  or  port ; 

Where,  feafons  voyaging,  no  road  he  found 

To  moor,  no  bottom  in  th'  abyfs,  whereon 

To  drop  the  failening  anchor;  though  his  brave 

Companions  ceas'd,  fubdued  by  toil  extreme ; 

Though  folitary  left  in  Tinian's  fcas. 

Where  never  was  before  the  dreaded  found 

Of  Britain's  thunder  heard;  his  wave-worn  bark 

Met,  fought,  the  proud  Iberian,  and  o'ercame. 

So  fare  it  ever  with  our  country's  foes ! 

Rejoice,  ye  nations,  vindicate  the  fway 
Ordain'd  for  common  happinefs.     Wide,  o'er 
The  globe  terraqueous,  let  Britannia  pour 
The  fruits  of  plenty  from  her  copious  horn.  . 
What  can  avail  to  her,  whofe  fertile  earth 
By  Ocean's  briny  waves  are  circumfcrib'd. 
The  armed  holl,  and  murdering  fvvord  of  war. 
And  conquert  o'er  her  neighbours  ?   She  ne'er  breaks 
Her  folemn  compafts,  in  the  lull  of  rule: 
Studious  of  arts  ojid  trade,  Ihe  ne'er  difturbs 
The  holy  peace  of  fiates.     'Tis  her  delight 
To  fold  the  world  with  harmony,  and  fpread. 
Among  the  habitations  of  mankind. 
The  various  wealth  of  Toil,  and  what  her  fleece. 
To  clothe  the  naked,  and  her  Ikilful  looms. 
Peculiar  give.     Ye  too  rejoice,  ye  fwains ; 
Increafing  commerce  fhall  reward  your  cares. 
A  day  will  come,  if  not  too  deep  we  drink 
The  cup,  which  luxury  on  carelefs  wealth. 
Pernicious  gift,  beftows ;  a  day  will  come. 
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When,  through  new  channels  failing,  we  fhall  clothe  % 

The  Californian  coaft,  and  all  the  realms  ^ 

That  ftretch  from  Anian's  freights  to  proud  Japan ; 

And  the  green  ifles,  which  on  the  left  arife 

Upon  the  glafTy  brine,  whofe  various  capes 

Not  yet  are  figur'd  on  the  failors  chart : 

Then  every  variation  fhall  be  told 

Of  the  magnetic  fleel ;  and  currents  mark'd. 

Which  drive  the  heedlefs  vefTel  from  her  courfe> 

That  portion  too  of  land,  a  tradl  immenfe. 
Beneath  th'  Antanflic  fpread,  fhall  then  be  known^ 
And  new  plantations  on  its  coafc  arife. 
Then  rigid  Winter's  ice  no  m.ore  fhall  wound. 
The  only  naked  animal ;  but  man 
With  the  foft  fieece  fhall  every-where  be  cloath*d, 
Th'  exulting  Mufe  fhall  then,  in  vigor  frefh. 
Her  flight  renew.     Mean-while,  with  weary  ^^i.lg^ 
O'er  Ocean's  wave  returning,  fhe  explores 
Siluria's  flowery  vales,  her  old  delight. 
The  fhepherd's  haunts,  where  the  firfl  fprlngs  arife 
Of  Britain's  happy  trade,  now  fpreading  vvide> 
Wide  as  th'  Atlantic  and  Pacific  feas. 
Or  as  air's  vital  fluid  o'er  the  globe. 
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TH  E  morning  's  fair,  the  lufty  fun 
With  ruddy  cheek  begins  to  run ; 
And  early  birds,  that  wing  the  fkies. 
Sweetly  fing  to  fee  him  rife, 

I  am  refolv'd,  this  charming  day. 
In  the  open  field  to  llray ; 
And  have  no  roof  above  my  head. 
But  that  whereon  the  gods  do  tread. 
Before  the  yellow  barn  i  fee 
A  beautiful  variety 
Of  Itrutting  cocks,  advancing  llout. 
And  flirting  empty  chaff  about. 
Hens,  ducks,  and  ^tt^Qy  and  all  their  broody 
And  turkeys  gobbling  for  their  food ; 
While  rulHcs  thrafh  the  wealthy  floor. 
And  tempt  all  to  crowd  the  door. 

What  a  fair  face  does  Nature  ihow  ? 
Augufla,  wipe  thy  dully  brow ; 
A  landikip  wide  falutes  my  iight. 
Of  fhady  vales,  and  mountains  bright ; 
And  azure  heavens  I  behold. 
And  clouds  of  filver  and  of  gold. 
And  now  into  the  fields  I  go, 
'  Where  thoufand  flaming  flowers  glow ; 
And  every  neighbouring  hedge  I  greet. 
With  honey-fuckles  fmelling  fweet. 
Now  o'er  the  daify  meads  I  llray. 
And  meet  with,  as  I  pace  my  way. 

Sweetly 
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Sweetly  ihining  on  the  eye, 
A  rivulet  gliding  fmoothly  by ; 
Which  Ihews  with  what  an  eafy  tide 
The  moments  of  the  happy  glide. 
Here,  finding  plcafure  after  pain. 
Sleeping,  I  lee  a  wearied  Twain, 
While  his  full  fcrip  lies  open  by. 
That  does  his  healthy  food  fupply. 

Happy  Twain,  fure  happier  far 
Than  lofty  kings  and  princes  are  1 
Enjoy  fweet  fleep,  which  fhuns  the  crown. 
With  all  its  eafy  beds  of  down. 

The  fun  now  fhows  his  noon-tide  blaze. 
And  fiieds  around  me  burning  rays« 
A  little  onward,  and  I  go 
Into  the  Ihade  that  groves  beftow; 
And  on  green  mofs  I  lay  me  down. 
That  o'er  the  root  of  oak  has  grown; 
Where  all  is  filent,  but  fome  flood 
That  fweetly  murmurs  in  the  wood ; 
But  birds  that  warble  in  the  fprays. 
And  charm  ev^n  Silence  with  her  lays. 

Oh  powerful  Silence,  how  you  reign 
In  the  Poet's  bufy  brain  1 
His  numerous  thoughts  obey  the  calls 
Of  the  tuneful  water-falls. 
Like  moles,  whene'er  the  coafl  is  clear. 
They  rife  before  thee  without  fear. 
And  range  in  parties  here  and  there. 
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Some  wildly  to  ParnafTus  wing. 
And  view  the  fair  Cariaiian  fpring; 
Where  they  behold  a  lonely  well. 
Where  now  no  tuneful  Mufes  dwell; 
But  now  and  then  a  flaviih  hind 
Paddling  the  troubled  pool  they  find. 

Some  trace  the  pleafmg  paths  of  joy. 
Others  the  blifsful  fcene  deftroy ; 
In  thorny  tracks  of  forrow  ftray. 
And  pine  for  Clio  far  away. 
But  ftay — Methinks  her  lays  I  hear. 
So  fmooth  !  fo  fweet !   fo  deep  !  fo  clear ' 
No,  'tis  not  her  voice  1  find, 
'Tis  but  the  echo  ftays  behind. 

Some  meditate  ambition's  brow. 
And  the  black  gulph  that  gapes  below : 
■Some  peep  in  courts,  and  there  they  fee 
The  fneaking  tribe  of  Flattery. 
But,  ftriking  to  the  ear  and  eye, 
A  nimble  deer  comes  bounding  by  ! 
When  rulhing  from  yon  ruftling  fpray. 
It  made  them  vanilli  all  away. 

I  rouze  me  up,  and  on  I  rove, 
'Tis  more  than  time  to  leave  the  grove. 
The  fun  declines,  the  evening  breeze 
Begins  to  whifper  through  the  trees : 
And,  as  I  leave  the  fylvan  gloom. 
As  to  the  glare  of  day  I  come, 
An  old  man's  fmoky  neft  I  fee. 
Leaning  on  an  aged  tree; 

Whofc 
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Whofe  willow  walls,  and  furzy  brow, 

A  little  garden  fway  below. 

Through  fpreading  beds  of  blooming  green. 

Matted  with  herbage  fweet,  and  clean, 

A  vein  of  water  limps  along. 

And  makes  them  ever  green,  and  young. 

Here  he  pufFs  upon  his  fpade. 

And  digs  up  cabbage  in  the  fhade  : 

His  tatter'd  rags  are  fable  brown. 

His  beard  and  hair  are  hoary  grown  : 

The  dying  fap  defcends  apace. 

And  leaves  a  wither'd  hand  and  face. 

Up  *  .Grongar  hill  I  labour  now. 
And  catch  at  lafi  his  bufhy  brow. 
Oh,  how  frelh,  how  pure  the  air  ! 
Let  me  breathe  a  little  here. 
Where  am  I,  Nature  ?  I  defer y 
Thy  magazine  before  me  lie  ! 
Temples ! — and  towns  1 — and  towers! — and  woods ! 
And  hills ! — and  vales  ! — and  fields  ! — and  floods ! 
Crouding  before  me,  edg'd  around 
With  naked  vvilds,  and  barren  ground. 

See,  below,  the  pleafant  dome. 
The  Poet's  pride,  the  Poet's  home. 
Which  the  fun-beams  fhine  upon. 
To  the  even,  from  the  dawn. 
See  her  woods,  where  Echo  talks. 
Her  gardens  trim,  her  terras  walks, 

*  A  hill  in  South  Wales. 

Her 
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Her  wildernefles,  fragrant  brakes. 
Her  gloomy  bowers,  and  Ihining  lakes. 
Keep,  ye  gods,  this  humble  feat. 
For  ever  pleafant,  private,  neat. 

See  yonder  hill,  uprifing  fteepj 
Above  the  river  flow  and  deep : 
It  looks  from  hence  a  pyramid. 
Beneath  a  .verdant  foreft  hid  ; 
On  whofe  high  top  there  rifcs  great. 
The  mighty  remnant  of  a  feat. 
An  old  green  tower,  whofe  batter 'd  brow 
Frowns  upon  the  vale  below. 

Look  upon  that  flowery  plain. 
How  the  ftieep  furround  their  fwain. 
How  they  crowd  to  hear  his  ftrain  ! 
All  carelefs  with  his  legs  acrofs. 
Leaning  on  aT^ank  of  mofs. 
He  fpends  his  empty  hours  at  play. 
Which  fly  as  light  as  down  away. 

And  there  behold  a  bloomy  mead^ 
A  filver  ftream,  a  willow  fhade. 
Beneath  the  fliade  of  fiflier  fl:and. 
Who,  with  the  angle  in  his  hand. 
Swings  the  nibbling  fry  to  land. 

In  bluflies  the  defcending  fun 
KiflTes  the  flxeams,  while  flow  they  run ; 
And  yonder  hill  remoter  grows. 
Or  dufky  clouds  do  interpofe. 
The  fields  are  left,  the  labouring  hind 
His  weary  oxen  does  unbind ; 

Vol.  LVIIL  R  And 
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And  vocal  mountains,  as  they  low. 
Re-echo  to  the  vales  below  ; 
The  jocund  fhcpherds  piping  come. 
And  drive  the  herd  before  them  home; 
And  now  begin  to  light  their  fires. 
Which  fend  up  fmoke  in  curling  fpires  ! 
While  with  light  hearts  all  homeward  tend. 
To  *  Abergafney  I  defcend. 

But,  oh !  how  blefs'd  would  be  the  day. 
Did  I  with  Clio  pace  my  way. 
And  not  alone  and  folitary  llray. 


} 
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Vr  E  poor  little  fheep,  ah  !   well  may  ye  flray. 

While  fad  is  your  Ihepherd,  and  Clio  away  ! 
Tell  where  have  you  been,  have  you  met  with  my  love. 
On  the  mountain,  or  valley,  or  meadow,  or  grove  ? 
Alas-aday,  No— Ye  are  ftray'd,  and  half  dead; 
Ye  faw  not  my  love,  or  ye  all  had  been  fed. 

Oh,  Sun,  did  you  fee  her  ? — ah  1  furely  you  did  : 
*Mong  what  willows,  or  woodbines,  or  reeds,  is  Ihe  hid  ? 
Ye  tall,  whiftling  pines,  that  on  yonder  hill  grow. 
And  o'erlook  the  beautiful  valley  below. 
Did  you  fee  her  a-roving  in  wood  or  in  brake  ? 
Or  bathing  her  fair  limbs  in  fome  filent  lake  ? 

Ye  mountains,  that  look  on  the  vigorous  eaft. 
And  the  north,  and  the  fouth,  and  the  wearifom  wefl, 

♦  The  name  of  a  feat  belonging  to  the  Author's  brother. 

Pray 
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Pray  tell  where  fhe  hides  her,  you  furely  do  know. 
And  let  not  her  lover  pine  after  her  fo. 

Oh,  had  I  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  I'd  fly 
Along  with  bright  Phoebus  all  over  the  iky ; 
Like  an  eagle,  look  down,  with  my  wings  widedifplay*d. 
And  dart  in  my  eyes  at  each  whifpering  (hade  : 
I'd  fearch  every  tuft  in  my  diligent  tour, 
\I'd  unravel  the  woodbines,  and  look  in  each  bower. 
Till  I  found  out  my  Clio,  and  ended  my  pain. 
And  made  myfelf  quiet,  and  happy  again. 

An  EPISTLE  to  a  famous  PAINTER. 

TTvELIGHTFUL  partner  of  my  heart, 
^^  M after  of  the  lovelieft  art  I 
How  fweet  our  fenfes  you  deceive. 
When  we,  a  gazing  throng,  believe  ! 
Here  flows  the  Po ! — The  Minis  there. 
Winding  about  with  fedgy  hair  ! 
And  there  the  Tyber's  yellow  flood. 
Beneath  a  thick  and  gloomy  wood  ,' 
And  there  Darius'  broken  ranks 
Upon  the  Grannie's  bloody  banks ; 
Who  bravely  die,  or  bafely  run 
From  Philip's  all-fubduing  fon  ! 
And  there  the  wounded  Porus  brought 
(The  braveft  man  that  ever  fought ! ) 
To  Alexander's  tent,  who  eyes 
His  dauntlefs  vifage,  as  he  lies 
In  death's  moft  painful  agonies* 

R  t  To 
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To  me  reveal  thy  heavenly  art. 
To  me  thy  myfteries  impart. 
As  yet  I  but  in  verfe  can  paint. 
And  to  th'  idea  colour  faint 
What  to  the  open  eye  you  Ihow, 
Seeming  Nature's  living  glow  1 
The  beauteous  ihapes  of  objefts  near ! 
Or  diflant  ones  confus'd  in  air  1 
The  golden  eve,  the  blufhing  dawn. 
Smiling  on  the  lovely  lawn  ! 
And  pleafmg  views  of  chequer'd  glades ! 
And  rivers  winding  through  the  (hades  I 
And  funny  hills  !— and  pleafant  plains! 
And  groups  of  merry  nymphs  and  fwains ! 

Or  fome  old  building,  hid  with  grafs. 
Rearing  fad  its  ruin'd  face  ; 
Whofe  columns,  frizes,  ftatues,  lie^ 
The  grief  and  wonder  af  the  eye  I 
Or  fwift  adown  a  mountain  tall : 
A  foaming  catarad's  founding  fall; 
Whofe  loud  roaring  ftuns  the  ear 
Of  the  wondering  traveller ! 
Or  a  calm  and  quiet  bay. 
And  a  level  fhining  fea  t 
Or  furges  rough,  that  froth,  and  roar. 
And,  angry,  dalh  the  founding  fhore ! 
And  vefTels  toft  !  and  billows  high  ! 
And  lightning  flafhing  from  the  fky  ! 
Or  that  which  gives  me  moft  delight. 
The  fair  idea  (feeming  fight !) 


Of 


EPISTLE   TO   A   PAINTER.      245 

Of  warrior  fierce,  with  Hiining  blade  I 
Or  orator,  with  arms  difplay'd  I 
Tully's  engaging  air  and  mien. 
Declaiming  againll  Cataline. 
Or  fierce  Achilles  towering  high 
Above  his  foes,  who  round  him  die. 
Or  Hercules,  with  lion's  hide. 
And  knotty  cudgel,  thrown  afide. 
Lifting  Antaeus  high  in  air  ! 
Who,  in  his  gripe,  expires  there  I 

Or  Sifyphiis,  with  toil  and  fweat. 
And  mufcles  ftrain'd,  ftriving  to  get 
Up  a  iteep  hill  a  ponderous  llone. 
Which  near  the  top  recoils,  and  rolls  impetuous  down* 
Or  beauteous  Helen's  eafy  air. 
With  head  reclin'd,  and  flowing  hair ; 
Or  comely  Paris,  gay  and  young. 
Moving  with  gallant  grace  along  ! 
Thefe  you  can  do  ! — I  but  advance 
In  a  florid  ignorance  ; 
And  fay  to  you,  who  better  know. 
You  ihould  defign  them  fo  and  fo. 

TO    AARON    HILL,    E  S  Q^ 

On  his  POEM  called  GIDEON. 

'T'  ELL  me,  wondrous  friend,  where  were  you 
'*'     When  Gideon  was  your  lofty  fong  1 
Where  did  the  heavenly  fpirit  bear  you. 
When  your  fair  foul  refleded  llrong 

R  3  Gideon's 
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Gideon's  aftions,  as  they  fhin*d 
Bright  ill  the  chambers  of  your  mind ! 
Say,  have  you  trod  Arabia's  fpicy  vales. 

Or  gathered  bays  befide  Euphrates'  ilream> 
Or  lonely  fung  with  Jordan's  water-falls. 

While  heavenly  Gideon  was  your  facred  theme*. 
Or  have  you  many  ages  given 

To  clofe  retirement  and  to  books ! 
And  held  a  long  difcourfe  with  Heaven^ 

And  notic'd  Nature  in  her  various  looks !. 
Full  of  infpiring  wonder  and  delight. 

Slow  read  I  Gideon  with  a  greedy  eye  I 
Like  a  pleas'd  traveller  that  lingers  fweet 
On  fome  fair  and  lofty  plain 
Where  the  fun  does  brightly  fhine,. 
And  glorious  profpedls  all  around  him  lie  ! 
On  Gideon's  pages  beautifully  ihine. 

Surprizing  pidures  rifmg  to  my  fight. 
With  all  the  life  of  colours  and  of  line. 

And  all  the  force  of  rounding  Ihade  and  liglit>. 
And  all  the  grace  of  fomething  more  divine  I 
Klgh  on  a  liill,  beneath  an  oak's  broad  arm,. 
I  fee  a  youth  divinely  fair, 
**  Penfive  he  leans  his  head  on  his  left  hand;, 
"  His  fmiling  eye  fheds  fweetnefs  mix'd  with  awe,. 
"  His  right  hand,  with  a  milk-white  waud>  fome  figure 
"  feems  to  draw  1 
"  A  namelefs  grace  is  fcattcr'd  through  his  air^ 
**  And  o'er  his  Ihoulders  loofely  flows  his  amber- 
"  colour'd  hair'.'* 

Above^. 
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Above,  with  burning  blufli  the  morning  glows. 
The  waking  world  all  fair  before  him  lies  ; 
«*  Slow  from  the  plain  the  melting  dews, 
"  To  kifs  the  fun-beams,  climbing,  rife,"  &c. 
Methinks  the  grove  of  Baal  I  fee. 
In  terrafs'd  ftages  mount  up  high. 
And  wave  its  fable  beauties  in  the  fky, 

"  From  ftage  to  llage,  broad  fteps  of  half-hid  ftone, 
"  With  curling  mofs  and  blady  grafs  o'ergrown, 

*'  Lead  awful 

Down  in  a  dungeon  deep, 
«'  Where  through  thick  walls,  oblique,  the  broken  light 
"  From  narrow  loop-holes  quivers  to  the  fight, 

**  With  fv/ift  and  furious  ftride, 
**  Clofe-folded  arms,  and  Ihort  and  fudden  ftarts, 
«  The  fretful  prince,  in  dumb  and  fuUen  pride, 

"  Revolves  efcape 

Here  in  red  colours  glowing  bold 
A  warlike  figure  itrikes  my  eye  ! 
The  dreadful  fudden  fight  his  foes  behold 
Confounded  fo,  they  lofe  the  power  to  fly ; 
"  Backening  they  gaze  at  diilance  on  his  face» 
"  Admire  his  poilurc,  and  confefs  his  grace; 
"  His  right  hand  grafps  his  planted  fpear,  &c.'* 
Alas  !  my  Mufe,  through  much  good -will,  you  em 
And  we  the  mighty  author  greatly  wrong  ; 
To  gather  beauties  here  and  there,. 
As  but  a  fcatter'd  few  there  were. 
While  every  word  's  a  beauty  in  his  fong  I 

[Thofe  lines  in  this  Poem  marked  thus  **  are  taken  out 
©f  the  Poem  called  Gideon.] 

R  4,  T  H  F. 
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To  Mr.  Dyer*    By  Aaron  Hill,  Esq. 

■^Tl  7HILE,  charm'd  with  Aberglafney*s  quiet  plains. 
The  Mufes,  and  their  Emprefs,  court  your  llrains, 
Tir'd  of  the  noify  town,  fo  lately  try'd, 
Methinks,  I  fee  you  fmile,  on  Towy's  fide  1 
Penfive,  her  mazy  wanderings  you  unwind. 
And,  on  your  river's  margin,  calm  your  mind. 
Oh! — greatly  blefs'd — whate'er  your  fate  requires. 
Your  duftile  wifdom  tempers  your  defires  1 
Balanc'd  within,  you  look  abroad  ferene. 
And,  marking  both  extremes,  pafs  clear  between. 

Oh  !  could  your  lov'd  example  teach  your  fkill. 
And,  as  it  moves  my  wonder,  mend  my  will  I 
Calm  would  my  paffions  grow; — ^my  lot  would  pleafe  ; 
And  my  fick  foul  might  think  itfelf  to  eafe  I 
But,  to  the  future  while  I  rtrain  my  eye. 
Each  prefent  good  flips,  undiftinguifh'd,  by. 
Still,  what  I  would,  contends  with  what  I  can. 
And  my  wild  wifhes  leap  the  bounds  of  man. 

If  in  my  power  it  lies  to  limit  hope. 
And  my  unchain'd  defires  can  fix  a  fcope. 
This  were  my  Choice — Oh,  Friend  I  pronounce  m« 

poor; 
For  I  have  wants,  which  v/ealth  can  never  cure  ! 

Let  others,  with  a  narrow'd  Hint  of  pride. 
In  felhfh  views,  a  bounded  hope  divide  ; 

If 
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If  I  muft  wifh  at  all — Delires  are  free. 
High,  as  the  Higheft,  I  would  wifh  to  be ! 
Then  might  I,  fole  fupreme,  aft,  unconfin'd. 
And  with  unbounded  influence  blefs  mankind. 
Mean  is  that  foul,  whom  its  own  good  can  till ! 
A  profperous  world,  alone,  could  feaft  my  will. 
He's  poor,  at  bell,  who  others  mifery  kes. 
And  wants  the  wifh'd-for  power  to  give  them  cafe  ! 
A  glory  this,  unreached,  but  on  a  throne  ! 
All  were  enough — and,  lefs  than  all,  is  none ! 

This  my  firft  wiih : — But  fince  'tis  wild,  and  vain. 
To  grafp  at  glittering  clouds,  with  fruitlefs  pain. 
More  fafely  low,  let  my  next  profpe<fl  be. 
And  life's  mild  evening  this  fair  fun-fet  fee. 

Far  from  a  Lord's  loath'd  neighbourhood — a  State  i 
Whofe  little  greatnefs  is  a  pride  I  hate  1 
On  fome  lone  wild,  Ihould  my  large  houfe  be  plac'd> 
Vaftly  furrounded  by  a  healthful  wafte  ! 
Steril,  and  coarfe,  the  untry'd  foil  fhould  be, 
Till-forc'd  to  flourifh,  and  fubdued  by  me. 
Seas,  woods,  meads,  mountains,  gardens^  flream^,  and 

fides. 
Should,  with  a  changeful  grandeur^  charm  my  eyes  \ 
Where-e'er  I  walk'd,  effects  of  my  paft  pains 
Should  plume  the  mountain  tops,  and  paint  the  plains. 
Greatly  obfcure,  and  Ihunning  courts,  or  name ! 
Widely  befriended,  but  efcaping  fame; 
Peaceful,  in  ftudious  quiet,  would  I  live. 
Lie  hid,  for  leifure,  and  grow  rich,  to  give  I 

TO 
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TO    MR.    SAVAGE, 

S  0  N  of  the  late  Earl  Rivers. 

Q INK  not,  my  friend,  beneath  misfortune's  weighty 

^  Pleas 'd  to  be  found  intrinfically  great. 

Shame  on  the  dull,  who  think  the  foul  looks  lefs, 

Becaufe  the  body  wants  a  glittering  drefs. 

It  is  the  mind's  for- ever  bright  attire. 

The  mind's  embroidery,  that  the  wife  admire  ! 

That  which  looks  rich  to  the  grofs  vulgar  eyes. 

Is  the  fop's  tinfel,  which  the  grave  defpife. 

Wealth  dims  the  eyes  of  crowds,  and  while  they  gaze^. 

The  coxcomb  's  ne'er  difcover'd  in  the  blaze  1 

As  few  the  vices  of  the  wealthy  fee. 

So  virtues  are  conceal'd  by  poverty. 

Earl  Rivers ! — In  that  name  how  would'Il  thou  fliine  ^ 
Thy  verfe,  how  fweet !  thy  fancy,  how  divine ! 
Critics  and  Bards  would,  by  their  worth,  be  aw'd> 
And  all  would  think  it  merit  to  applaud. 
But  thou  has  nought  to  pleafe  the  vulgar  eye. 
No  title  haft,  nor  what  might  titles  buy. 
Thou  wilt  fmall  praife,  but  much  ill -nature  find. 
Clear  to  thy  errors,  to  thy  beauties  blind; 
And  if,  though  few,  they  any  faults  can  fee. 
How  meanly  bitter  will  cold  cenfure  be  1 
But,  fmce  we  all,  the  wifelt  of  us,  err. 
Sure,  'tis  the  greateft  fault  to  be  fevere. 

A  few;, 
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A  few,  however,  yet  expeft  to  find. 
Among  the  mifly  millions  of  mankind. 
Who  proudly  ftoop  to  aid  an  injur 'd  caufe. 
And  o'er  the  fneer  of  coxcombs  force  applaufe. 
Who,  with  felt  pleafure>  fee  fair  Virtue  rife. 
And  lift  her  upwards  to  the  beckoning  prize ! 
Or  mark  her  labouring  in  the  modeft  breaft. 
And  honour  her  the  more,  the  more  depreft. 

Thee,  Savage,  thefe  (the  juilly  great)  admire. 
Thee,  quick'ning  Judgment's  phlegm  with  Fancy's  fire  ?.. 
Thee,  flow  to  cenfure,  earneft  to  commend. 
An  able  critic,  but  a  willing  friend. 

An  EPISTLE  to  a  Fr  i e  n  d  in  To  w  n  */ 

HAVE  my  friends  in  the  town,  in  the  gay  bufy 
town. 
Forgot  fuch  a  man  as  John  Dyer  ? 
Or  heedieis  defpife  they,  or  pity  the  clown,. 

Whofe  bofom  no  pageantries  fire  ? 
No  matter,  no  matter— content  in  the  fhades— 

(Contented  ? — why  every  thing  charms  me) 
Fall  in  tunes  all  adown  the  green  ileep,  ye  cafcades^ 
Till  hence  rigid  virtue  alarms  me.. 

Till  outrage  arifes,  or  mifery  needs 

The  fwift,  the  intrepid  avenger ; 
Till  facred  religion  or  liberty  bleeds. 

Then  mine  be  the  deed,  and  the  danger. 

•  Among  the   Poems  of  Mr.  Savage,  there  is  one  to 
Mr.  Dyer,  in  anfwer  to  his  from  the  country. 

Alas! 
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Alas !  what  a  folly,  that  wealth  and  domain 

We  heap  up  in  fm  and  in  forrow  ! 
Immenfe  is  the  toil,  yet  the  labour  how  vain  I 

Is  not  life  to  be  over  to-morrow  ? 

Then  glide  on  my  moments,  the  few  that  I  have 
Smooth-lhaded,  and  quiet,  and  even; 

While  gently  the  body  defcends  to  the  grave. 
And  the  fpirit  arifes  to  heaven* 

TO    MR.    DYER.     B  Y   C  L  I  O  *. 

1  *VE  done  thy  merit  and  my  friendfhip  wrong. 

In  holding  back  my  gratitude  fo  long ; 
The  foul  is  fure  to  equal  tranfport  rais'd. 
That  juflly  praifes,  or  is  juftly  prais'd : 
The  generous  only  can  this  pleafure  know 
Who  taile  the  god-like  virtue — to  bellow  ! 
I  ev'n  grow  rich,  methinks,  while  I  commend; 
And  feel  the  very  praifes  which  I  fend. 
Nor  jealoufy  nor  female  envy  find. 
Though  all  the  Mufes  are  to  Dyer  kind. 

Sing  on,  nor  let  your  modefl:  fears  retard, 
Whofe  verfe  and  pencil  join,  to  force  reward  : 
Your  claim  demands  the  bays,  in  double  wreath?. 
Your  Poems  lighten,  and  your  pidures  breathe. 

I  wifh  to  praife  you,  but  your  beauties  wrong ;, 
No  theme  looks  green,,  in  Clio's  artlefs  fong : 

•  Among  the  Poems  of  Mr.  Savage,  is  an  Epiftle,  occa- 
cafioncd  by  Mr.  Dyer's  Pi<flure  of  this  Lady. 

But 


TO      MR.     DYER.  253 

But  yours  will  an  eternal  verdure  wear. 
For  Dyer's  fruitful  foul  will  flourilh  there. 
My  humbler  lot  was  in  low  diftance  laid ; 
I  v/as,  oh,  hated  thought !   a  woman  made ; 
For  houihold  cares,  and  empty  trifles  meant. 
The  Name  does  immortality  prevent. 
Yet  let  me  ftretch,  beyond  my  fex,  my  mind. 
And,  rifmg,  leave  the  fluttering  train  behind ; 
Nor  art,  nor  learning,  wifli'd  aflillance  lends, 
But  nature,  love,  and  mufic,  are  my  friends. 
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